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Marina's freedome now Ling, 
And of her endangering 3 
Of Famine's cave, gnd then th'abuſe 


Tow” rds buryed ColfÞ and bis Muſe, 


d when a marriner daeccunted left) 

on the watry deſert long time toſt, 

unmer's parching heate, in winter's cold, 

empeſts great, in dangers manifold, 

a fav ring winde drawne up the maſt, 

ence he deſeryes his native ſoyle at laſt; 

whoſe glad ſ ght he gets the hatches under, 

Ito the ocean tels his j joy in thunder, 

king thoſe barnacles into the ſea, _ 

ce, that in the wombe and cladle lay) 

n ſodainly the till inconſtant winde 

ſers before, that did attend behinde z 
growes ſo violent, that he is fane 

mand the pilot ſtand to ſea againe ; | 
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Leaſt want of ſea-roome in a channel! fireigh, 
Or caſting anchor might caſt o'er his freight; 
Thus, gentle muſe, it happens in my ſong, 

A journey, tedious, for a ſtrength ſo yong 
I undertook: by filver-ſeeming floods, 
Paſt gloomy bottomes, and high-waving weok 
Climb'd mountaines where the wanton kidlin; 


dallyes, 
Then with ſoft ſteps enſeal'd the mech bre 
valleys, bil 
In queſt of memory: and had poſſeſt 
A pleaſant garden, for a welcome reſt; * 


No ſooner than a hundred theames come on, 
And hale my bark à-hew for Helicon. 
Thrice ſagred powers! (if ſacred powers there! 
Whoſe milde aſpect engyrland poeſie) 
Ye happy ſiſters of the learned fpring, 
Whoſe heavenly notes the woods axe raviſbing 
Brave Theſpian ene at r whoſe charmin 
layes 
Each a ene! mountaine OY each 
current playes 
Pierian lingers! Oye bleſſed. ts ! 
Who as a jem too deare the world refuſes ! 
Whoſe trueſt lovers never clip with age, 
O be propitious in my pilgrimage ! - 
Dwell on my lines ! and till the laſt ſand fall, 
Run hand in band with my weak paſtoral! 
Cauſe 
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1% every coupling cadence flow in duc, : 
| fill the world with envy of ſuch kiſſes.” 

e all the rareſt beauties of our clyme, 
þat deigne a ſweet looks on my n ryme, 
lager on each line's intieing graces 
on their lovers lips and chaſte imbraces! 
Through routing cence, of EY 
waves, | | 
ire ſtormy guſts crow up im graves, 
 billowes, whoſe whies! Wen ſhew'd angry 

mindes, * 
rot out- roaring all the bigh-raivd wyndes, 
ro the ever-drinking thirſty ſea 5 5 
rocks that under water hidden lay, 
d bipwracke paſſengers, (ſo in Genie New 
eres bent to robbry watch way-faring men.) 
ireſt Marina, whom I 'whilome ſung, 
all this tempeſt (violent though long) | 
thour all ſence of danger lay aſleepe: 
Il toſſed where the Kill inconſtant deepde 
ſth wide ſpred armes, ſtood ready for the 
tender £3 . M e 
daily tribute, that the Auen floods render 
tto her chequer: (whence-as worthy kings 
de helps the wants of thouſand lefler ſprings :) 
lere waxt the windes A (ut up in their 2 

caves) | 
bs fill as mid-night were the fullen W 
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And Neptune's filver-ever-ſhaking breſt 
As ſmooth as when the Halcyon builds her ny 
None other wrinckles on his face were ſcene 
Than on a fertile meade, or ſportive grecne, 
Where never plow-ſhare ript his mother's won 
To give an aged ſeed a living tombe, 
Nor blinded mole the batning earth e'er ſtir, 
Nor boyes made pit-fals for the hungry bird. 
The whiſtling reeds upon the water's fide 
Shot up their ſharp heads in a ſtately pride, 
And not a Bynding ozyer bow'd his head, 
But on bis roote him bravely carryed. 
No dandling leafe plaid with the ſubtill ayre, 
So ſmooth the ſea was, and the ſkye ſo ſayre. 
N ow: with his hands, abend of broad -E pan 
me 7 7 
The 1 attempts to | gt the /ſhell-fremt 
ſores, 
And with continuall lading e away, 
Thruſts the ſmall boate, into as fayre a bay 
As ever merchant wiſht might be the rode 
Wherein to eaſe his ſea-torne veſſel's lode. 
It was an iland (hugg'd in Neptune's armes, 
As tending it againſt all forraigne barmes, ) 
And Mona hight :- ſo amiably fayre, 
So rich in ſpyle, ſo healthſull in her ayre, 
80 quicke in her encreaſe, (each dewy night 
Yeelding that ground ab greene, as freſh of plizht 
bak 1 ; 
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r was the day before, whereon then fe! 

f gallant ſteeres, full many a thoufand head. ) 

 deckt with floods, fo pleaſant in her groves, 

full of well-fleec'd flockes and fatned droves ; p 

Lat the brave itſue of the Trojan line, 

Thoſe worths, like arp yr in darkn? le 
ſhine, ) 9 

hoſe deeds were ſung by learned bart as bye, 

raptures of immortall pothe, 

any nation's, fince the Grecian lads 

ere famous made by Homer's Iliads.) 

boſe brave heroicke ſpirits, twixt one another 

werbially call * Mona Cambria's mother, 

t Cambria is a land from whence have come 
othies well worth the race of Ilium; | 
oſe true deſert of praiſe could my muſe touch, 
bould be proud that I had done ſo much. 

d though of mighty Brute I cannot boaſt, 
doth our warlike ſtrong Deuonian coaſt 

ound his worth, fince on her wave-worne 
ſtrand 

nd his Trojans firſt ſet foot on land, 

oke faile, and anchor caſt on F Totnes ſhore, 
ug now no ſhip can ride there any more. 


Mom Mam Kumbry. 
f Petunt Claſſem omnibus bonis ape. x; 
tis mare ſulcantes, in Toteneſio littort feliciter 
licarunt, Galf. Monum. | 
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In thiiland's, rode;the ſwaige now ven ! 

os: bgate E em ui es N guie 

Unto a willow, (leaf it outwards floate) jo h 

And wich a rude embracement taking up d ne 

The mag (more faire than * whe that £1141 thi 
cup 


of the great chunderer, wounding with here 
More harts then all the troopes of deitits.) 
He wades to ſhore, and ſets her on the ſand, 
That gently yeelded when her foot ſhould lt 
Wbere bubliag waters through the pibbles fe 
As if they ſtrove to kiſſe her flender ſcet. 
Whilſt ke a wreich,. whoſe curſed hand by 
Lag, tane' 7 n Aale 21 
The ſacred reliques from a holy phane, 
Feclin- the hand of heaven (intorcing wonde 
In his returne, in dreadful, cracks of thunder, 
Within a buſh} his ſacriledge hach left, 
And thinkes his puniſhment freed with the thel 
So fled the ſwaine, from one; had Neptune ſpi 
At halfe an ebbe, he would have forc'd the ty 
To ſwell anew ; whereon his carre ſhould ſweep 
Deckt with the riches of th unſounded pe 
And he from thence, would with all at « 
To wooe this beautie, and to wooe no more. 
Divine Electra (of the fiſters ſeaven 
That beautifie the glorious orbe of heaven) 


9 Hebe. 
7 Whet 


gl, Britanxia's Pas ron Als. "= 


jen Ilium's ſtately towres, ſerv'd as one light 
guide the raviſher in ugly night 
ro her virgin bed, with-drew her face, 
xd never would look down on humane race 
| this maid's birth; fiance when ſome 20 
hath won her 
often fits to ſhine, as gazing on her, 
im Saturne's ſonne, the dread Olimpicke Jove 
hat dark't three days to frolicke with his love, 
d he in Alcmen's ſtead clipt this faire wight, 
be world had ſlept in everlaſting night. 
r whoſe ſake onely, (had ſhe lived then) 
ucalion's flood had never rag d on men: 
0Phatton perform'd his father's duty, 
Ir fear to rob the world of ſuch a beauty: 
| whoſe due praiſe, a learned quill might ſpend 
ures, dayes, months, yeeres, and never make 
an end, | 
What wretch inhumane ? or what wilder blood 
akt in a deſert from a tiger's brood) 
buld leave her ſo diſconſolate? but one 
d in the waſts of froſt-bit Calydon; 
ar had his veynes beene heat with milder ayre, 
le had not wrong'd ſo foule, a maide fo faire. 
Sing on ſweet Muſe, and whilſt I feed mine'eyes 
pon a jewell of unvalued prize, 
V bright as ſtarre, a dame as faire, as Hate 
eye behold, or ſhall, till nature's laſt, 

+ Chand 


L BaiTannia's PasTORALSs. Doclel 


Charme her quicke ſenſes ! and with -rantyy 
ſweet 
Make her affection with your 1 meet! 
And if her grace full tongue admire one ſtrin 
It is the beſt reward my pipe would gainc. 
In lieu whereof, in laurell- worthy ryme; 
Her love ſhall live untill the end of times, 
And ſpite of age, the laſt of dayes ſhal! ſee 
Her name embalm'd in facred poefie. 
.Sadly alone upon the aged rocks, 
Whom Thetis grac'd in waſhing oft their lock 
Of branching ſampire, ſate the maid c'ertaken 
With ſighes and teares, unfortunate, forſaken; 
And with a®voyce that floods from rocks woull 
: borrow, 
She thus both wept and ſung her noates of ſorrow 
If heaven be deafe and will not heare my ere, 
But adds new dayes to add new miſeries; 
Heare then ye troubled waves and flitting gal, 
That coole the boſomes of the fruitfull vales! 
Lend, one, a flood of teares, the other winde, 
To weepe and figh that heaven is ſo unkinde! 
But if ye will not ſpare, of all your ſtore, 
One teare, or ſigh, unto a wretch ſo poore; 
Yet as ye travell on this ſpatious round, 
Through forreſts, RNs, or the * 
— 


It't 


- fer 
L 
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bapp you ſee a maide weepe forth her woe, 

| have done; Oh bid her as ye goe 

laviſh teares ! tor when her owa are gone, 

world is flinty and will lend her none. 

his be eke denyde, O hearken then 

\ kollow vaulted rocke, and crooked den! 

{if within your ſides one eccho be, 

her begin to rue my deſtinie ! 

in your clefts her plainings doe not ſmothes, 

et that eccho teach it to another! 

| round the world in nne coombe and 

plaine, | % 

e laſt of them tell it * firſt againe: 

my ſad fate ſo ſhall they never lin 

t where one ends, another ſtill begin. 

eich that I. am, my words I vainely waſte, 

ho, of all woes, onely ſpeakes the laſt ; 

d that's enough : for ſhould ſhe utter all, 

at * Meduſa's head, each heart would fall 

da flinty ſubſtance, and repine 

10 one griefe, except as great as mine. 

 carctull nurſe would wet her watchfull eye, 

ten any pang ſhould gripe her infantry, 

Ir though to nature it obedience gave, 

Id kneeld, to doe her homage, in the grave 

ould ſhe lament her ſuckling from her torne: 

ping by death thoſe torments I have borne. 
This 

* Which turned the beholders into ſtone, 
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This figh'd, the wept (low leaning on her Me i» 
Her briny teares downe rayning on the (:r) i on 
Which ſeene by (them, that ſport it in th: ra 


On dolphins backes) the fair Nercides, beph 


They came on ſhore, and ſlily as they fell 11 

Convai'd cach teare into an oyſter-ſhel!, 

And by ſome power that did affect the girls, 0 

Trans form'd thoſe liquid drops to oryent pen 

And ſtrew'd them on the ſhore: for whoſe Y 

prize 70 

In winged pines the Roman celonies Na 

Flung through the deep abyſſe to our white ro Be 
For jems to decke their ladyes golden loches: den 

Who valew'd them as highly in their kindes Mit 

As thoſe the ſun-burnt Ethiopian findes. 

Long on the ſhore, diſtreſt Marina lay: | ] 
For he that ope's the pleaſant ſweets of May 
Beyond the noon-ſtead fo farre drove bis teun I 
That harveſt-folkes (with curds and clo 

creame, | As 
With cheeſe and butter, cakes, and cates r VV 


heav 


That are the yeoman's from the yoake or cov 
On fheafes of corne were at their noonſ1uns cl 
Whilſt by them merrily the bag-pipe goes: 
Ere from her hand ſhe lifted up her head, 
Where all the graces then inhabited, 

When caſting round her over-drowned eyes, 
(So have I ſeene a jemme of mickle price 


Rou 


. 
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e in a ſcallop- hell with water fild) 

on a marble rocke at hand behild 

h;raters deepe cut with iron ſtroke, 

bepheard's moane, which read by my thus 
ipoke ; 


Glide ſoft ye ſilver floods, 
And every ſpring: | 
Within the ſhady woods, 
Let no bird fing! 
Nor from the grove a turtle dove 
Be ſeene to couple with her love, 


ilence on each dale and montaine dwell 
t Willy bids his friend and joy farewell. 


But (of great 'Thetis' trayne) 
| Ye mermaides faire, 
m That on the ſhores do plaine 
Your ſea-greene haire, 
As ye in tramels knit your locks 
Weepe ye; and ſo inforce the rocks 
teavy murmures through the broad ſhores tell, 
mw Willy bad his friend and joy farewell. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye murmuring winds 
To move a wave ; 
But if with troubled minds 
You ſeeke his grave ; 
; Know 


"£ 
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Know 'tis as various as yourſelves, 

Now in the deepe, then on the ſhelre, 
His coffin toſs'd by fiſh and ſurges fell, 
Whilſt Willy weepes and bids all joy fareyel, 


Had he, Arion like, 
Beene judg'd to drowne, 
He on his lute could ſtrike 
So rare a ſwon', 
A thouſand dolphins would have come, 
And joyntly ſtrive to bring him home. 
But he on ſuip-board dyde, by ſickneſſe icll, 
Since when his Willy bad all joy farewell. 


Great Neptune heare a ſwaine ! 
His coffin take, 3 
And with a golden chaine 
(For pittie) make 
It faſt unto a rock neere land! 
Where ev'ry calmy morne ile ſtand, 
And ere one ſheepe out of my fold 1 tell, 
Sad Willy's pipe ſhall bid his friend farewell, 


Ah heavy ſhepheard (who ſo ere thou be) 
Quoth faire Marina, I doe pitty thee : 
For who by death is in a true friend croſt, 


Till he be earth he halfe himſelfe hath lol.. 
| > No 


# 


v 
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e happy deeme I thee, lamented ſwaine, 

ie body lyes among the ſcaly traine, } 

; I ſhall never thinke that thou canſt dye, 

it Willy lives, or any poetry. | 

well it ſeemes in verſing he hath ſkill, - 

though he (ayded from the ſacred hill,) 

tbe with him no equall life can give 

by his pen thou maiſt for ever live. 

\ this, a beame of ſudden brightnes flyes 

n ker face, ſo dazeling her cleare eyes, 

neyther flower nor graſſe which by her 
grew | 

could diſcerne cloath'd in their perfect hue. 

34 wag (to ſport with ſuch as paſſe) 

ng the ſun-beames in a-looking-glaſle, 

rays the ray into the eyes of one 

) (blinded) eyther ſtumbles at a ſtone, 

he dazeled walkes the peopled ſtreets 

ady juſtling every man he meets: 

en Apollo did in glory caſt 

right beames on a rocke with gold enchaſt, 

thence the ſwift reflection of their light 

e thoſe eyes, the chiefeſt ſtarres of night. 

2 ſtreight a thicke-ſwolne cloud (as if x 
ſought 

utie's minde to have a thankfull thought) 

d the luſtre of great Titan's carre, 

ve beheld, from whence ſhe ſate not farre, 

Cut 


* 


. 
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Cut on a high-brow'd rocke (in laid with gr 
This epitaph, and read it, thus enrold. 


In depth of waves long hath Alexis ſlept, 
So choĩceſt jewels are the cloſeſt kept; 

Whoſe death the land had ſeene, but it app: 
To countervaile his lofie, men wanted tear 
So here he lyes, whoſe dirge each mem 


lings, mu 
For whom the clouds weepe raine, the eu ſ 
her ſprings. | inc 


Her eyes theſe lines acquainted with her min 
Had ſcarcely made; when o'er the hill behin 
She heard a woman cry ; Ah well a-day, 
What ſhall I do? goe home, or fiye, or ſlay, 
Admir'd Marina roſe, and with a pace 
As gracefull as the goddeſſes did trace » 
O'er ſtately Ida, (when fond“ Paris' doom? 
Kindled the fire ſhould mighty Troy entoomb 
She went to aide the woman in diſtreſſe, 
(True beauty never was found mercileſſe) 
Vet durſt ſhe not goe nye, leaſt (being ſpide) 
Some villaine's outrage, that might then bety 
(For ought ſhe knew) unto the crying maice, 
Might graſpe with her: by thickets which ar 
The high ſea-bounding hill, ſo neare ſne wen 
She ſaw what wight made ſuch lowd 3 
0 
9 The Judgment of Paris. 
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cke 


— 
= 


yes: ſung right; for ſince the azure 
ſkye 1 

iſon'd firſt the world, a mortal's cry 

greater Clangor never pierc d the ayre. 

wight ſne was ſo farre from being faire, 

could be foule eſteem'd, compar'd with her. 

ſcribing foulnes, pardon if I erre, 

Shepheards daughters, and ye gentle ſwaines! 

muſe would gladly chaunt more lovely 
ſtraines: g 

ince on miry grounds ſhe trode, for doubt 

inking, all in haſte, thus wades ſhe out. 

when great Neptune, in his height of pride, 

inland creeks fils with a high ſpring-tyde, 

ut ſholes of fiſh, among the oyſters hye, 

ch by a quicke ebbe, on the ſhores, left dry, 

fihes yawne, the oyſters gapen wide: 

yoad her mouth was: as ſhe ſtaod and cride, 

wre her elviſh knots of hayre, as blacke 

full of duſt as any collyer's ſacke. 

eyes unlike, were like her body right, 

it and miſhapen, one dun, tYother white, 

in a picture limb'd unto the life, 

ured by a curious workman's knife, 

enty men at once ſhould come to ſee 

great effects of untirde induſtry, | 

f fer'rally would thinke the picture's eye 

ft on him, and on no ſtander by: 


80 
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So as ſhe-(bawling) was upon the bancke, 
If twice five hundred men ſtood on a ranch 
Her ill- face tow'rds them, every one would! 
She lookes on mee; when ſhe another way 
Had caſt her eyes, as on ſeme rocke or tree, 
Arid on no one of all that company. 

Her noſe (6 crooked noſe) her mouth o'er hu 
As it would be directed by her tongue : 
Her fore-head: ſuch, as one might neere ary 
Some plow-man, there, had lately beene at pt 
Her face ſo ſchorcht was, and ſo vylde it ow 
As on a peare-tree ſhe had ſcar'd the cron. 
Within a Tanner's fat J oft have eyde 
(That three moones there had laine) a h 

. _ exe hyae-” © 

In liquor mixt with ſtrongeſt barke, (for gaire 
Yet had not tane one halfe ſo deep a ſtaine 
As had her ſkin: and that as hard well- nye 
As any brawne's, long hardened in the ſtye. 
Her ſhoulders ſuch, as I have often ſeene 

A filly cottage on a village greene 

Might change his corner poſts, in good benoo! 
For four ſuch under-proppers to his roofe. 
Huſwives, goe, hire her; if you yearely gare 
A Lamkin more then uſe, you thrat might ſav 
In waſhing beetles ; for her hands would paſſe 
To ſerve that purpoſe, though you daily waſt. 
For other hidden parts, thus much I ſay: 
As ballad-mongers on a market-day 
f Takin 


{14 
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in their ſtand, one (with as harſh a noyce 

er cart· veele made) ſqueakes the ſad choice 

om the miller with a golden thumbe, 

) croſt itt love, ran mad, and deafe, and 
dumbe, ” 

fe part he chants, and will not ſing it out, 

thus beſpeakes to his attenrive rout : 

much for love I warbled from my breſt, 

| gentle friends, for mony take the reſt: 

peake I t6 the over-longing eare, 

t would the reſt of her deſcription heare, 

h have I ſung for love, the reſt (not com- 

mon | n y 

ial will ſhew for coyne, in's crabbed woman. 

ere you ſaw a pedant gin prepare 

ſpeake ſome gracefull ſpeech to maſter maior, 

| being baſhfull, with a quaking doubt 

tin his eloquence he may be out; 

oft ſteps forth, as oft turnes backe againe; 

long *tis e're he ope his learned veyne : 

nke ſo Marina ſtood: for now the thought 

renture forth, then ſome conjecture wrought 

v be jealous, leaſt this ugly wight 

like' a witch the looks) —_— % of 

night, 

pit make her body thrall (that yet was free) 

al the foule intents of witchery ; 

'oL, II. iy This 


ine 


kin 
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This drew her backe againe, At laſt he by 
Through all fond doubts, went to her, ay 
ſpoke 
In gentle manner thus : Good day, good maj 
With that her cry ſhe on a ſodaine ſtaid, 
And rub'd her ſquint eyes with her might 
But as a miller having ground his griſt, 
Lets downe his flaod-gates with a ſpeedy ſ 
And quarrivg up the paſſage therewithal, 
The waters {well in ſpleene, and never ſy 
Till by ſome cleft they find another way: 
50 when her teares were ſtopt from eyther 
Her fingults, blubbring s, ſeem d to make t 
| flye 11 
Out at her opſter-mouth and n wy 
Can there (quoth faire Marina) ere betide 
(In theſe ſweet groves) a wench, ſo gre 
Wong. 
That ſkould inforce à cry ſo. loud, ſo long 


On theſe delightfull plaines how can there hn er 
So much as heard the name of villany! 
Except when ſhepheards in their gladſome f. vi 
Sing hymnes to Pan that they are free tron WW 0) 
But ſhew me, what hath caus'd thy grit = 
but 1 


yell ? 


As late FIN ſhe) I went to vonder well, till 
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ou cannot ſee it here; that grove, doth cover 

ith his thicke boughes his little channel! 

over). | 

fetch ſome water (as I uſe) t to dreſſe 

5 maſter's ſupper, (you may chinke of fleſh ; 

twell I wot he taſteth no ſuch diſh) 

'rotchets, whitings, or ſuch common fiſh, _ 

at with his net he drags into his boate. 

nong the flags below, there ſtands his coate 

imple one) thatch'd o're with reede and 
broome 3 ; Bs 

hath a kitchin, and a ſeverall roome 

r each of us. But this is nought ; you flee 

plyde Marine, I prithee anſwere me 

o what I queſtion'd, Doe but heare me firſt, 

fver'd the hag. He is a man fo curſt, | 

though I toyle at home, and ferve bis ſwine, 

let ſcarce allowes he me whereon to dine ; 

ſummer time on black-berries I live, 

u crabs and hawes, and what wilde forreſte 

give: 

winter's cold, bare - foot, 1 run to ſeeke 

r oyſters and ſmall wrigckles in each creeke, 

\hereon I feed, and on the meager flone, = 

ut if he home returne and finde me gone, 

fill am ſure to feele his heavy! hand. 

s and weale away, ſince now I ſtand 

C z In 
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In ſuch a plight: for if I ſeeke his dore 


"Heel beate me ten times worſe then ere he! their 
What haſt thou done? (yet aſkt Marina) f ſhc 
I with m y pitcher lately tooke 1 my way pleaſa 

oa 


(As late I ſaid) to thilke ſame ſhaded ſpring, 
Fill'd it, and homewards rais'd my voice tofi 
But in my backe return, 1 (haples) ſpyde 
A tree of cherries wilde, and them I eyde 
With ſuch a longing, that unwares my foot 
Got underneath a hollow-growing root, 
Carrying my pot as maides uſe on their hea 
I fell with it, and broke it all to ſhreads. 
This is my griefe, this is my cauſe of mone; 
And if ſome kinde wight goe not to attone 


the pe 
ut as 
b ven 
nkes 

bo 
ſo en 
n ſod 
haſte 
ateſm 


My ſurly maſter, with me wretched maid, WW" {00 
I ſhalt be beaten dead. Be not afraid, 8 the 
Said ſweet Marina, haſten thee before; nllay 


Ile come to make thy peace; for fince I ſore: loo 


Doe hunger, and at home thou haſt ſmall che 
(Need and ſupply grow farre off, ſeldome nee 
To yonder grove ile goe, to taſte the ſpring, WF" tl 
And ſee what it affords for nouriſhing. ruſty 
Thus parted they. AndAad Marina bleſt ey h 
The houre ſhe met the maid, who did inveſt 
Her in aſſured hope, ſhe once ſhould ſee 

Her flacke againe (and drive them merrily 


7 


5 8 | 
: SM 3 nſtrats 


\ 
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their flowre - decked layre, and tread the 
. ſhores 

vleafant Albion) through the well poys'd 
oares 

the poore fiſher-man that dwelt thereby. 

ut as a man who in a lottery 

 ventur'd of his coyne, ere he have ode 

nes this or that ſhall with his prize be 
bought, : 

ſo enricht, march with the better rancke, 

n ſodainly he's call'd, and all is blancke: 

haſte Marina ſo doth Fortune prove, 

ateſmen and ſhe are never firme in love.“ 

o ſooner had Marina got the wood, 

s the trees ſhe neerly ſearch'd for food, 

nllaine, leane, as any rake appeares, 

t look*t, as pinch'd with famine, Egypt's 

je out and waſted to the pithleſſe bone, 

te that had a long conſumption, - 

ruſty teeth (forſaken of his lips 

ey had ſerv'd with Want two prentiſhips) 

rough his pallid cheekes, and lankeſt ſkin 

y what number were enranckt within. 

C 3 e ls os BE 


dee Mr. Sackville's a to the Mirror of 
ſtrates, 
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His greedy eyes deep ſunek into his head, 
Which with a rough hayre was o're covered, 
How many bones made up this ſtarved wight 
Was ſoone perceiv'd; a man of dimmeſt fight 
Apparantly might ſee them knit, and tell 
How all his veynes and every ſinew fell. 
His belly (inwards drawne) his bowels pref, 
His unfill'd ſkin hung dangling on his bref}, 
His feeble knees with pajne enough uphold 
That pined carkaſſe, caſten, in a mold 
Cut out by death's gtim forme. If ſmall leg x 
Ever the title of a gentleman; 
His did acquire i it. Th his fleſh pull'd downe 
As he had liv'd in a beleaguered towne, 
Where plenty had ſo long eſtranged beene 


Nat 

That men moſt wy nale, in Srieſe il 

ſeene ; 

(Though they rejoyc'd to have attain'd ſig _ 

| ſpun 

meat) 

7 . he fic 

Of rats, and bralfe-tatiti'd ple, with ſtomac " 
great, | 


Gladly to feed: and where a nurſe, da vide 
Druncke her owne milke, and ftary'd her cri 

child. | 
Yet he through want of food not thus became 
But Nature firſt decreed, that as the flame 
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I erer ſeene to flye his nouriſhment, 

all conſumes: and fill the more is lent 

e more it covets. And as all the floods 

ne trenching from ſmall groves, and greater 

woods) 

e vaſt inſatiate ſea doth ſtill devoure, 

d yet his thirſt not quenched by their power: 

ever ſhould befall this ſtarved wight; 

e more his vyands, more his appetite, 

at ere the deepes bring forth, or earth, or 

ayre, | 

e ravine ſhould, and want in greateſt fare. 

id what a citie twice ſeaven yeares would ſerve, 

ſhould devoure, and yet be like to ſtarve. 

wretch ſo empty; that if ere there be 

Nature found the leaſt vacuitie, 

will be in him. The grave to Ceres” ftore ; 

caniball to lab'rers old and poore ; 

ſpunge-like-dropfie, drinking till it burſt ; 

be ficknes tearm'd the wolfe, vilde and accurſt ; 

 fome reſpects like th' art of alchumy 

at thrives leaſt, when it long'ſ doth multiply: 

mos he cleeped was: whoſe long- nayl'd paw 

ing Marina, and his ſharpe-fang'd jaw 

he ſtrongeſt part he had) fixt in her weeds, 

| foro d her thence, through thickets and bigh / 
zeeds, — 


Towards 
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Towards his cave; Her fate the ſwift windeyn 
And round the grove in heavy murmures fen 
The limbes of trees, that (as in love with eyilg 
In cloſe imbracements long had liv'd togetbe, 
Rubb'd each on other, and in ſhreeks did ſ ne tc 
The windes had moy'd more PTE of the 
woe. 
Olde and decayed ſtockes, that long time ſent 
Upon their armes, their rootes chiefe noun 
ment; 
And that drawne dry, as freely did i impart 
Their boughes a feeding on their father's han, 
Vet by reſpectleſſe impes when all was gone, 


Pithleſſe and ſapleſſe, naked left alone, { 
Their hollow een Wa with their neigh ew 

bor's moaness, l ſuc 
Sent from a thouſand vents ten thouſand groan: fair 


All birds flew from the wood, as they had been 
Scar'd with a ſtrong bolt ratling mong the tree 
- Limos with his ſweet theft full lily ruſtes 
Through ſharp - hook'd brambles, tongs an 
| tangling buſhes, _ „ ne 
Whoſe tenters ſticking in her garments, ſought 
(Poore ſhrubs) to help-her, but availing nought 
As angry (beſt intents miſs'd beſt proceeding) 
They ſcratch'd his face and legs, cleere waig 


bleeding. 1 
0 


% 
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greater haſte a fearefull ſchool-boy makes 
of an orchard whence by ſtealth he takes 
burliſh fa-mer's plums, ſweet pares or grapes, 
n Limos did, as from the thicke he ſcapes 
;ne to the ſhore. Where reſting him a ſpace, 
lefſe Marina gan entreat for grace | 
one whoſe knowing it as deſp'rate ſtood, 
where each day to get ſupply of food. 
had ſhe (thirſty) ſuch intreaty made 
ſome high rocke, proud of his evening ſhade, | 
would have burſt in two, and from his veynes 
her avail) upan the under plaines 
hundred ſprings : a hundred wayes ſhould 
ſwimme, Mo 
bew her teares inforced floods from him. 
{ſuch an oratreſſe beene heard to plead 
faire Polixena, the murth'rer's head 
{ beene her pardon, and ſo ſcap'd that ſhocke, | 
ach made her lover's toombe her dying blocke. 
t an inraged lion, ſurly, wood, 
tyger rett her yong, nor ſavage brood, 
, not the foaming boare, that durſt approve 
releſſe to leave the mighty Queene of Love, 
t her ſad piaints, their uncouth walkes among, 
5 ſweet numbers from her golden tongue, 
their great hearts would in ſoftnes ſteepe, 


ey at her foot would groveling iye, and Weepe. 
; i Yet 
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Yet now (alas!) nor words, nor floods of teare 
Did ought availe. The belly hath no ears, 
As I have knowne a man loath meet with py 
Fhat carrieth in his front leaſt ſew of paine, 
Who for his vitrailes all his rayment pledge, 
Whoſe ſtackes for firing are his neighbs 
| hedges, 
From whence returning with a burden great, 
Wearied, on ſome greene bancke he take} 
feat, 
But fearefull (as ſtill theft is in his ſtay) 
Gets quickly up, and haſteth faſt away : 
So Limos ſooner eaſed than yreſted 
Was up, and through the reeds (as much molet 
As in the brakes) who lovingly combine, 
And for her ayde together twiſt and twine, 
Now manacling his hands, then on his legs ins 
Like fetters hang the under growing ſegs : 
And had his teeth not beene of ſtrongeſt hoid, 
He there had left his prey. Fates uncontrol'd, 
Denide ſo great a bliſſe to plants or men, 
And lent him ſtrength to bring her to his den. 
"Weſt, in Apollo's courſe to Tagus' ſtreame, 
Crewn'd with a filver circling dyademe 
Of wet exaled miſts, there ſtood a pile 
Of aged rockes, (torne from the neighbour ile 
And girt with waves) againſt whoſe naked breiv 
The ſurges tilted, on his ſnowy creft o 
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on'ring falcon whilome built, and kings 

e for that eirie, on whoſe ſcaling wings, 

archs, in gold refin'd as much would lay 

night a month their army royall pay. 

e birds they were, whoſe quick-ſelfe-leſs'n- 
ing kin 

vonne the girlonds from the Peregrin. 

t* Cerna Ile in Affrick's ſilver mayne, 

r luſtfull-bloody Tereus Thracian ſtrayne, 

any other lording of the ayre 

{ with this eiris for their wing compare. 

ut his fides a thoufand ſeaguls bred, 

e mevy, and the halcyon famoſed 

r colours rare, and for the peacefull ſeas 

und the Sicilian coaſt, her brooding dayes. 

fins (as thicke as ſtarlings in a fen) 

re fetcht from thence ; there fate the pewet 

hen, | | 

d in the clefts the martin built his neſt, 

it thoſe by this curſt caitife diſpoſſeſt 

f rooſt and neſt, the leaſt; of life, the moſt i 

left that place, and ſought a ſafer coaſt. 

| Inſtead 


Not the Cerne of Pliny, but the Iſland of Mau- 
tus, diſcovered by the Hollanders, 1598; Fowls 
here innumerable and of great variety; ſome fo 
me that they will ſuffer a man almoſt to touch them, 


e Ogleby's Africa, p. 715. 


| 
' 
| 
i 
| 


Oft cormorants and locuſts not a few; 


We ſee the hollyes, aſhes, every where 


* 
Pd 
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Inſtead of them the caterpiller hants, 
And cancre-worme among the tender plant, 
That here and there in nooks and: corners gef 


The cramming raven, and a hundred more 
Devouring creatures ; yet when from the ſtor 
Limos came wading (as he eaſily might 
Except at high tydes,) all would take their fig 
Or hide themſelves in ſome deepe hole or otbe 
Leaft one devourer ſhould devoure another. 
Neere to the ſhore that bord'red on the rocke 
No merry ſwaine was ſeene to feed his flocke, 
No luſty neat-heard thither droye his kine, 
Nor booriſh hog-heard fed his rooting ſwine: 
A ſtony ground it was, ſweet herbage fail'd: 
Nought there but weeds, whieh Limos, ſtror zy 
nayl'd, . 
Tore from their mother's breſt, to ſtuffe his may, 
No crab-tree bore his loade, nor thorne his ha, 
As in a forreſt well compleat with deere 


Rob'd of their cloathing by the browſing game: 

Se neere the rocke, all trees where e re N 
came 

To cold December's wrath ſtood void of barke. 

Here daned no nymph, no early-riſing larke 

Sung up the plow-man and his drowſie mate: 

All round the rocke barren and deſolate. 


i 


ol, BrITANNIA's PASTORALS. 29 

el | | 

In midſt of that huge pyle was Limos” cave. 

|| large and round, wherein a miller's knave 

ht for his horſe and querne have roome 
will; ' 


here was out-drawne by ſome inforced ſkill, 

hat mighty conqueſts were atchiev'd by him. 

{ ſtood the ſiege of great * Jeruſalem, 

thin whoſe triple wall and ſacred citie 

ſeepe ye ſtone - hearted men! oh read and 
pittie ! 

3 Sion's cauſe invokes your briny tears: 

1 any dry eye be when ſhe appears 

I muſt fing her? Oh! if ſuch there be; 

e, flye th* abode of men! and haſten thee 

o the deſart, ſome high mountaine under, 

t thee boyes will hiſſe, and old men wonder. 

re fits a mother weeping, pale and wan, 

th fixed eyes, whoſe hopeles thought ſeem'd 
tw "31961 

ay (ſince for many dayes no food ſhe taſted, 

er meale, her oyle conſum'd, all ſpent, all 
'waſted) 

Ir one poore day ſhe might attaine ſupply, 

nd ceſp'rate of ought elſe, fit, pine, and dye. 

tlaft her minde meets with her tender chile | 

ut in the cradle lay (of ozyer's wilde) | 

| Which 1 


dee Joſe phus's Wars of the Jews, b. 7. c. 2. 


r= 
* 
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Which taken in her armes, ſhe gives the ty 
From whence the little wretch with labour g 
Not one poore __ can OL 1 Where 
wood. 
Cryes out, O heaven! are all the ds of 
Exhauſted quite? and muſt my infant yony 
Be fed with ſhooes? yet wanting thoſe erely 
Feed on itſelfe? No; firſt the roome thay 
Him ſoule and lite, ſhall be his timeleſle g 
My dugs, thy beſt reliete, through gi 
hunger 
Flow now no more my babe; then {inc 
= I 
By me thou canſt be fed nor any other, 
Be thou the nurſe, and feede thy dying moth 
Then in another place ſhe ſtraight appearcs 
Seething her ſuckling in her ſcalding tears, 
From whence not farre the painter mace 
ſtand 
Tearing his ſod fleſh with her cruel! hand, 
In gobbets which ſhe ate. O curſed wombe, 
That to thyſelte art both the grave and ton 
A little ſweet lad (there) ſeemes to entre: 
(With held up hands) his famiſht fire tor med 
Who wanting ought to give his hoped joy 
But throbs and ſighes; the over hungry bo), 
For ſome poore bit, in darke nookes n 
queſt, 
His ſachell findes, which growes a gladſome i 


p bi 
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» him and both his parents. Then, next day 
chewes the points, wherewith he us'd to 
play: 
ouring laſt his bookes of ev ery Kinde, 
ey fed his body which ſhould feede his minde: 
t when his ſachell, Points bookes all were 
gone, 
fore his firs; he droopes, and dyes anone. 
In height of art then had the work man done, 
pious, zealous, moſt religious ſonne, 
hoon the enemy excurſion, made, 
nd ſpite of danger ſtrongly did invade 
heir vittailes convoy, bringing from them 
home 
yd figs, Gs, almonds, and ſuch fruits 26 
come 
o the beleag'ring foe, and ſate's the want 
herewith of thoſe, who, from a tender plant 
red him a man for armes : thus oft he went, 
Ind ſtorke-like ſought his parent's nouriſhment, 
il fate's decreed, he on the Roman ſpeares 
ould give his bloud for them, wh gave him 
bein. 
million of fuch throes did famine bring 
pon the citie of the mighty King, 
Till, as her people, All her buildings rare 
aſum'd themſelves and dim'd the lightſome 
ayre. | Neere 
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Neere this the curious pencell did expreſſ 
A large and ſolitary wilderneſſe, 
Whoſe high well - limmed oakes in groni 
| ſhow'd 
As they would eaſe ſtrong Atlas of his Load: 
Here underneath a tree in heavy plight 
(Her bread and pot of water waſted quite) 
„Egyptian Hagar, (nipt with hunger fel) 
Sate rob'd of hope: her infant Iſhmael 
(Farre from her being laid) full ſadly ſeem't 
To cry for meate, his cry ſhe nought eſteem', 
But kept her ſtill, and turn'd her face away, 
"Knowing all meanes were bootleſle to af 
In ſuch a deſert : and fince now they muſt 
Sleepe their eternall lleepe, and cleave to du, 
She choſe (apart) to graſpe one death, alone, 
Rather than by her babe a million, 
Then Eriſichthon's caſe in + Ovid's ſong | 
Was portrayed- out; and many moe along 
The inſides of the cave; z which were deſcride 
By many loope- holes round on every ſide. 
1 Theſe faire Marina view d, left all alone, 
The cave faſt ſhut. Limos for pillage gone: 
Neere the waſh'd ſhore mong roots, and bree 
and thorns, 
A n findes, who delving 8 his hornes 
The 


* Geneſis, ch. 2. 1 b. 8. 
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hurtleſſe earth (the while his tough dene 
toore 

yeelding turffe) | in furious rage he Pan 

bead among the boughs that held it * 

bile with his bellowes all the ſhores reſqund :- 

Limos kil'd, and hal'd with no ſmall paine 

to the rocke ; fed well; then goes againe : 

hich ſerv'd Marina fit, for had his foed 

ld him, her veynes had fail'd- their deereſt 
bloud. - - 6 

Now great Hyperion left bh golden throne 

at on the dancing wayes in glory ſhone, | 

r whoſe declyning on the weſterne ſhore 

e orientall hils blacke mantles wore, 

ad thence apace the gentle twi-light fled, 2 

bat had from hideous cavernes uſhered - 

l drowſie night; who in a carre of jet, 

ſteeds of iron-gray (which mainely ſwet 

dit drops on all the world) drawne thipugh 
the ſkye, 

te helpes of darkneſſe waited orderly. oy 

iſt, thicke clouds roſe from all the liquid 
plaines : 

hen miſts from mariſhes, and grounds whoſe 
veynes 

Vere conduit pipes to many a chriſtall Gag : 

rom ſtanding pooles and fens were following 

Vor. II. D Unhealthy 
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Unhealthy fogs: each riverggevery rill 
Sent up their vapours to attend her will. 


Thee pitchy curtaines drew 'twixt earth oil. 

heaven, = 
And as Night's chariot Tough the arye ae. 

driven, to 
Clamour grew dumb, A. ene was ſhepher WM ie 
| Tong, 2 are 
And filence girt the woods ; no warbling tag 


Talk'd to the ecchp ; ſatyres broke their duc 
And all the upper world lay in a trance, 
Onely the curled ſtreames ſoft chidin gs kept; 
And title gales that from the greene leaſe four 
Dry ſummer's duſt, in fearefull whiſp'rings ſi 
As loath to waken any ſinging bird. 
Darkneſſe no lefſe than blinde Cimmerian 
Of Famine's cave the full poſſeſſion wan, 0! 
Where lay the ſhepheardeſſe inwarpt withnigh 
(The wiſhed garment of a mournfull wight) 
Here filken ſlumbers and refreſhing ſleepe 
Were ſeldome found; with quiet mindes tbe cruc 


keepe, re ſhe 
Not with diſturbed thoughts ; the beds of Ki bean 
Are never preſt by them, ſweet reſt inrings cha 
The tyred body of the ſwarty clowne, e poc 


And oft'ner lies on flocks than ſofteſt downe. 
Twice had the cocke crowne, and in cities ſito 
The bel-man's dolefull noyſe and carefull ſong 
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1 men, whoſe watchfull eyes no ſlumber hent 

at ſtore of houres theft · guilty night had ſpent. 

t had not Morpheus with this maiden been, 

fearing Limos ; (whoſe impetutous teen 

pt gentle reſt from all to whom his cave 

ded incloſfure (deadly as the grave.) 

to all ſad laments left her (forlorne) 

which three watches ſie had nye outworne. 

ure filver-footed Thetis that time threw 

ag the ocean with a beautious crew 

her attending ſea-nymphes (Jove's bright 
lamps 

iding from rockes her chariots * Hyppocamps.) 

journey, onely made, unwares to ſpye 

ay mighties of her empery 

preſt the leaſt, and forc'd the weaker ſort 

their deſignes, by being great in court. 

0! ſhould all potentates whoſe higher birth 

roles their titles, other Gods on earth, 

ud they make private ſearch, in vaile of; 
night, 

cruell wrongs done by each favourite; 

re ſhould they finde a great one paling in 

ean man's land, which many yeeres had bin 

 charge's life, and by the other's heaſt, 

e poore muſt ſtarve to feede a ſcurvy beaſt. 

D2- If 


* Sea3-horſes. 


They all would vaniſh, and not dare appcare, 


« 
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If any recompence drop from his fiſt, 
His time's his one, the mony, what he lil. 
There ſhould they ſee another that command 
His farmer's teame from furrowing his land; 
To bring him ſtones to raiſe his building vi, 
The while his tenant's ſowing time is paſt. 
Another (ſpending) doth his rents inhtnce, 
Or gets by trickes the poore's inheritance, 
But as a man whoſe age hath dim'd his eyes 
Uſeth his ſpectacles, and as he pryes 
Through them all characters ſeeme wond" 
faire, | | 
Yet when his glaſſes quite removed ar 
(Though with all carefull heed he neerly lol: 
Cannot perceive one tittle in the booke, 
So if a King behold ſuch favourites 
(Whoſe being great, was being paraſites,) 
With th' eyes of favour; all their actions ar 
To him appearing plaine and regular : 
But let him lay his fight of grace aſide, 
And ſee what men he hath ſo dignifide, 


Who atom-like, when their ſun ſhined cleare, 
Danc'd in his beame ; but now his rayes are go! 
Of many hundred we perceive not one. 
Or as a man who ſtanding to deſcry 
How great floods farre off run, and vallies hye, 
3 a | | Take! 
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Leth a glaſſe proſpective good and true, 

which things moſt remote are full in view: _ 
onarchs, ſo, would take an inſtrument 

truth compos'd to ſpie their ſubject's drent 
foule oppreſſion by thoſe high in ſeate, 

ho care not to be good, but to be great) 

full aſpect the wrongs of each degree 

ould lye before them; and they then would ſee. 
e diveliſh polititian all convinces, | 
murd'ring ſtateſmen and in pois'ning princes; 
he prelate in pluralities aſleepe 

hilt that the wolfe lyes preying on his ſheepe; 
e drowſie lawyer, and the falſe atturnies 
ire poore men's purſes with their life-long- 
journyes; ®_ 

e country gentleman, from his neighbout”; 
hand 

preeth th' inheritance, joynes land to nd, 

nd (moſt inſatiate) ſeekes under his rent 

o bring the world's moſt ſpacious: continent; 

he fawning citizen (whoſe love's bought deereſt ) 
eceives his brother when the ſun ſhines cleareſt, 
ets, borrowes, breakes, lets in. and ah out 
light, 

ind lives a knave to leave his ſonne a A mig; 

The griping farmer hoords the ſecd of bread, 
Vhilſt in the ſtreets the poore lye tamithed ; 

D 3 And 


bi. 
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And free there's none from all this worldly fir 
Except the ſhepheard's heaven-bleſt happy li 
But ſtay ſweet muſe! forbeare this har, 
ſtraine, | 
Keepe with the ſhepheards ; leave the fat 
8 
Coupe not with beares; let Icarus alone 
To ſcorch himſelfe within the tarrid zone, 
Let Phaeton run on, Ixion fall, 
And with a humble ſtiled paſtorall 
Tread through the vallies, dance about th 
ſtreames, | 
The lowly dales will yeeld us anadems 
To ſhade our temples, *tis a gorthy meed, 
No better girlond ſeekes mine oaten reede ; 
Let others climbe the hils, and to their praile 
(Whilſt I fit girt with flowers) be crown'd wit 
bayes. a 
Shew now faire muſe what afterward became 
Of great Achilles' mother ; ſhe whoſe name 
The mermaids fing, and tell the weeping firand 
A braver lady never t1ipt on land, 
Except the ever living Fayerie Queene, 
Whoſe vertues by her ſwaine ſo written beene, 
That time ſhall call her high enhanced ftory 
In his rare ſong, * muſe's chiefeſt glory.” 
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8 mainely Thetis drove her filver throne, ., 

d with pearles of price and precious ſtone, 

xr whoſe gay purchaſe, ſhe did often make Tr 

e ſcorched negro dive the briny lake) 

t by the ſwiftneſſe of her chariot wheels 

during the maine as well-built Engliſh keels) 

c of the new-found world all coaſts had ſcene, 

e hores of Theſſaly, where ſhe was queene, 

er brother Pontus waves, imbrac'd, with thoſe: 

xotian fields and vales of Tenedos, *' 

eit Helleſpont, whoſe high-brow'd eliffes yet 
ſound 3 er 

e mournefull name of young Leander drown'd, 

hen with full ſpeede her horſes doth ſhe guide 

irough the ZEgzan fea, that takes a pride 

making difference *twixt the fruitfull lands 

wope and Afia almoſt joyning hands, | 

it that ſhe thruſts her billowes all affront - 

0 fop their meeting through thg, Helleſpont. 

he midland ſea ſo ſwiftly was ſhe Tcouring, © 

be Adriaticke gulfe brave ſhips devouring. - 

0 Padus' filver ſtreame then glides ſhe on 

infamouſed by rekeles' * Phaeton) 

adus that doth beyond his limits riſe, 

den the hot dog-ſtarre raiges his maladies, 

nd robs the higkfand ayre-invading Alpes 

I! all their winter ſuites aq ſnowy ſcaipes,, * 


* Plin, lib. 3. cap. 16. 
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To drowne the level d lands along his ſhore, 
And make him ſwell with pride. By whon 
Fiore | 

The ſacred Hiiconian damſels ſate, 

(To whom was mighty Pindus conſecrate) 
And did decree (neglecting other men) 
Their height of at fhould flow from Maro's pe 
And prattling eccho's evermore ſhould long 
For repetition of ſweet Naſo's ſong. 
It was inacted here, in after dayes 

What wights ſhould have their temples cron 

with bayes. 

Learn'd Arioſto, holy Petrach's quill, 
And“ Taſſo ſhould aſcend the muſe's hill, 
Divineſt Bartas, whoſe enriched ſoule 
Proclaim'd his Maker's worth, ſhould ſo enroul: 
. His happy name in braſſe, that time nor fate 
That ſw all, mould ever ruinate. 


Delightfull Saluſt, whoſe all bleſſed layes 


The ſhephea 
dayes, | 
And truely ſay thou in one weeke haſt pend 
What time may ever ſtudy, ne're amend, 
+ Marot and Ronfard, Garnier's buſkin'd muſe 
Should ſpirit of lig in very tipnes infuſe. 
And many another ſwan whoſe poweffull ſtrin 
Should raiſe the Gaſden World to life againe. 


make their hymnes on hoh 


Three Italian Poets. French Poet. 
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ut let us leave (faire muſe) ie bunkes of Po, 

tis forſooke his brave ſtreame long agoe, + 

we muſt after. See in haſte ſhe ſweepes 

ng the Celtick ſhores, th ick deepes 

now is ent'ring: beare up then a- head 

{ by that time ſhe hath diſcovered 

r alablaſter rockes, we ma iſery 

d fem with her, the coaſts of Britany. 

ere will ſhe anchor caſt, to heare the fongs 

Engliſh ſhepheards, whoſe all tunefull tongues 

pleas'd the Nayades, they did report 

heir ſongs perfection in great Nereus* court: 

ich Thetis hearing, did appoint a day 

hen ſhe would meet them in the Brittiſh ſea, 

id thither for each ſwaine a Dolphin bring 

o ride with her, while ſhe would heare him 
ling. | 

de 2 was come Fand now the ſtarre 

! bliſſefull light appear'd, when ſhe Her carre 

ad in the narrow ſeas, At Thames faire port 

he nympes and ſhepheards of the iſle reſort; 

Ind thence did put to ſea with mirthfull rounds, 

'hereat the billowes dance above their bounds, 

nd bearded goates, that on the clouded head 

f any ſea-ſurvayipg mouſſtgine fed, 

aving # crop ba ivy, Nad ng ſtood 


1 | 
it thoſe ſweet ayres whigh did intrance the 


In 
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In joeound ſort pe goddeſſe thus they met, 
And after rev'rence done, all being ſet 
Upon their feyny courſers, round her throw, 
And ſhe pre to cut the watry zone 
Ingirting Albion; all their pipes were ſill 
And * Colin Clout began to tune his quill 
With ſuch d xt that every one was giter 
To thinke Apollo (newly ſlid from heav'n) 
Had tane a humane ſhape to win his love, 


W. 
oleful 
x to t 


mem 
Or with the weſterne ſwaines for glory ſtrove, boy 
He ſung th? heroicke knights of Faiery land Wi che 


In lines ſo elegant, of ſuch command, 
That had the + Thracian plaid but halfe ſo ud 
He had not left Eurydice in hell. 


raiſe 
Pram 


uld ] 


But e're he ended his melodious ſong 1 
Anghoſt 3 kngels flew the cloulds among, M 
And rapt this * his attentive mates, r wil 
To makegzim one of their aſſociates bat r 
In heaven's faire quire: where now he ſing; Whore” 


praiſe 
Of Him that is the vis r and LAST of DAYES 
Divine * heav*n-bred, happy mule: 
Would wer into my braine infuſe 
Thy wort „or all that poetꝭ had before 


I could not praiſe Wſhou defervꝰſt ng more. 
A can 


r tha 
ho cl 
der 
1d. 
ad ro 
Le! 
r ſat 
. | 
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dampe of wonder and amazement ſtrooke 

tis attendants, many a heavy looke 

ow'd ſweet Spencer, till the thick'ning ayre 

ts further paſſage ſtop'd, A paſſionate teare 

from each nymph, no ſhepheard's cheeke 
was dry, | 

olefull dirge, and mournefiſ elegie 

to the ſhore. When mighty Nereus Queens 

memory of what was heard and ſeene) 

ploy'd a factor, (fitted well with ſtore 

ncheſt jemmes, refined Indian ore) 

raiſe, in honour of his worthy name 

iramis, whoſe head (like winged Fame) 

ld pierce the clouds, yea ſeeme the ſtars to 

kiſſe, * * 

Mauſolusꝰ great toome might rod in 8. 

r will had beene performance, had hot Fate 

hat never knew how to commiſerate) 

born d curs'd Avarice to lye in waite 

C that rich prey: (gold is a taking baite)- 

bo cloſely lurking like a ſubtile ſnake 

der the covert of a thorny brake, ® 

z'd on the factor by fayre Thetis ent, 

id rob'd our Colin of his monument. ry 

le Engliſh ſhepheards, ſorfies of Memory, 

r ſatyre's change your pleaſing melody, 


3 Scoufee,, 
E 
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Scourge, raile and curſe that ſacrilegious ba 
That more then fiend of hell, that Stygian ba 
All-guilty Avarice : that worſt of evill, 
That gulfe devouring off-ſpring of a Dire! 
| Heape curſe on curſe ſo direfull and fo fel 
Their waight may preſſe his damned ſou 
hell. 
Is their a ſpirit ſo gentle can o refraine 
To torture ſuch? O let a ſaytre's veyne 
Mixe with that man! to lafh this helliſh yn, 
Or all our curſes will deſcend on him. 
For mine owne part although I now com 
With lowly 1 in as low a verſe; 


H 


4. wWd 


If of my I ſhall not ſee an end 
Till more yeeres preſſe me; ſome few hours | 
# ſpend 


4 roughtewn ſatyres, and my buſied pen 
Shall jerke to death this infamy of men. 
0 And like a fury, glowing coulters bare, 
7 With which — But ſee how vonder fondli 
teare 
Theicheeces in the brakes; I muſt go free Ie m: 
Them of their bonds; reſt you here merrily r w 
my returne : when I will touch a ſtring 


Shall make the riversUance, and vallyes ring 


* „ 
„ 
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THE SECOND SONG. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


What ſhepheards on the ſea were ſeene 
To entertaine the Ocean's Queene, 
Remond in ſearch of Fida gone, 
And for his love yong Doridon, % 
Their meeting with a wofull Fwaine, 
Mute, and not able to complaine,, 
His metamorphos'd miſireſſe rl; 
J all the ſubiect of this ſorg. 


HE muſe's friend (gray-eyde Aurora) yet 
d all the meadowes in a cooling ſwea 
te milke-white goſſamores not upwards ow 'd, 
or was the ſharpe and uſefull ſteering goad 
ud on the ſtrong-neckt oxe ; no gentle bud 
e fun had dryde ; the cattle chew'd the cud 
 level'd on the graſſe; no flyes quicke ſt 
tore'd the ſtonehorſe in a furious ring 
To 
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„ ( 
pip 
uld 1 
uld 1 
der 
han 
ſeem 
e cc 
ſome 
at me 


'To teare the paſſive earth, nor laſh his taile 
About his buttockes broad; the ſlimy ſnapt 
Mig the wainſcot, (by his many mag 
Winding meanders and ſelte-knitting tract 
Be follow'd, where he ſtucke, his glitteringſi 
Not yet wipt off. It was ſo earely time 
The carefull ſmith had in his ſooty forge 
Kindled no coale; nor did his hammers ur 
His neighbour's patience : owles abroad dil 
And day as then might plead his infancy, 
Yet of faire Albion all the weſterne ſwaines 
Were long ſince up, attending on the plains 
When Nereus' daughter with her mirthfull to 
Should ſummon them, on their declining cal, 
But fince her ſtay was long: for feare i 
+ ſunne 
Should finde them idle, ſome of them begun 
To leape and wraſtle, others threw the bart, 
Some from the company removed are 
To meditate the ſongs they meant to play, 
Or make a new round for next holiday: 
Some tales of love their love ſicke fellowes tols 
Others were ſeeking ſtakes to pitch their fol 
This, all alone was mending of his pipe: 
That, for his laſſe ſought fruits woſt ſyyeet mol 


ripe. 


love 
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II. 


(from the reſt) a lovely ſhepheard's * U 

piping on a hill, as if his joy * 

uld till endure, or elſe that age's fro 

ud never make him thinke what he h loft, 

der a ſhepheardefle knits by the ſprings, 

hands ſtill keeping time to what the ſings: 

ſeeming, by her ſong, thoſe faireſt hands 

e comforted working. Neere the ſands 

ſome ſweet river fits a muſing lad, 

at moanes the loſſe of what he ſometimes had, 

love by death bereft : when faſt by him 

aged ſwaine takes place, as neere the brim 

s grave as of the river; ſhewing how 

at as thoſe floods, which paſſe along right now 

 follow'd ſtill by others from their ſpring, 

nd in the ſea have all their burying :” 

ght ſo our times are knowne, our ages found, 

lothing is permanent within this round ;) 

te age is now, another that ſucceedes, 

irping all things which the former breedes : 

other followes that, doth new times raiſe 

 yeers, new months, new weeks, new args, 
new days, 

ankinde thus goes like rivers from their ſpring 

and inthe earth have all their burying.” 

us ate the olde man counſelling the yong ; 


hilſt, underneath a tree which over-hung - 
The 


7 


r 
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The filver ſtreame, (as, ſome delight it to 
To trim his thicke boughes in the chr 
ooke) 
Were ſet a jocund crew of youthfull ſwaing 
WWooing their fweetings with dilicious {tray 
Sportive Oreades the hils deſcended, 
The Hamadryades their hunting ended, 
And in the high woods left the long-liv'd h 
To feede in peace, free from their winged d 
Floods, mountaines, vallies, woods, each wa 
lyes' *, 1 
Of nymphs that by them danc'd their Haydig 
For all thoſe powers were ready to embrace 
The preſent meanes, to give our ſnepbe 


And underneath this tree (till Thetis came 
Many reſorted; where a ſwaine, of name 
Leſſe, then of worth: (and we doe never ont 
Nor apprehend him beſt, that moſt is knonne 
Fame is uncertaine, who ſo ſwiftly flyes 
By th' unregarded ſhed where Vertue lyes, 
She (ill inform'd of Vertue's worth) purſu'th 
(In haſte) Opinion for the ſimple Truth. 
True Fame is ever likened to our ſhade, 
He ſooneſt miſſeth her, that moſt hath made 
To over- take her; who ſo takes his wing, 
Regardleſſe of her, ſhe'll be following: 
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true proprietie ſhe thus diſcovers, 

ore's her contemners, and contemnes her 
„lovers.“ | > 

' applauſe of common people never Se. | 

yd this ſwaine ;- he knew't the counterfeit 

ſettled praiſe, and therefore at his ſongs 

uzh all the ſhepheards and the gracefull 
throngs 

ſemi-gods compar'd him with the beſt 

t erer touch'd a reede, or was addreſt 

hepheard's coate, he never would approve 

cir attributes, given in ſincereſt love; 

pt he truely knew them, as his merit. 

ne gives a ſecond life to ſuch a ſpirit, 

his ſwaine, intreated by the mirthfull rout, 

t with intwined armes lay round about 

: tree gainſt which he lean'd, (So have I 

ſeene | 

n Piper ſtand upon our A greene,. 

kt with the May-pole, whilſt a jocund crew 

xntle motion circularly threw 

emſelves about him.) To his faireſt ring 

is' gan in numbers well according fing : 


le 


1 I 1 VENUS. 
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Vx US by Adonis” fide 
Crying kift, and kifſing cryde, 
Wrung her hands and tere her hayr 
For Adonis dying there 


Stay, (gouth ſhe) O ſtay and live! 
Nature ſurely doth not give 
To the earth her ſweeteſt flowres 
To be ſeene but ſome few houres, 


On his face, ſtill as he bled 
For each dropt a teare the ſhed, 
Which ſhe kiſt or wipt away, 

_ Elſe had drown'd him where he lay. 


Faire Proſerpina (quoth ſhe) 

Shall not have thee yet from me; 
Nor thy ſoule to flye begin 
While my lips can keepe it in. 


Here ſhe clos'd again, And fome 
Say, Apollo would have come 
To have cur'd his wounded lym, 
But that ſhe had ſmother'd him. 


Looke as a traveller in ſummer's day 


Nye chookt with duſt, and molt with Titan's 


Lon 


s for a ſpring to coole his inward heate, 

to that. end, with vowes, doth heaven 

intreat, 

n going further, findes an apple- tree 

ding as did old Hoſpitalitie, 

ready-armes to ſuccour any needes:) 

e pluckes an apple, taſtes it, and it breedes 

cat a liking in him for his thirſt, 

up he climbes, and gathers to the firſt 

ond, third ; nay, will not ceaſe to pull 

e have got his cap and pockets full. 

ings long deſir'd ſo well eſteemed are, 

at when they come we hold them better 
„ farre. 

ere is no meane *twixt what we love and 

« want, 

Ire, in men, is ſo predominant.” 

ſe did all this quaint afſembly long 

doth the traveller : this ſhepheard's ſong 

o enſnar'd each acceptable eare, 

but a ſecond, nought could bring them 
cleare 

an affected ſnare; had Orpheus beene 

ng, ſome diſtance from them, he had ſeene 

ne to ſtirre a foote for his rare ſtraine, 

ft the Thracian for the Engliſh ſwaine. 

E 2 | | Or 
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d fro! 
fire ſ 


Or had. ſuſpicious Juno (when her Jove 
Into a cowe trans form'd his faireſt * love) 
Great Inachusꝰ ſweet ſtem in durance given 


To this yong lad; the + meſſenger of heave 6 as © 
(Faire Maia's off-ſpring) with the dept of ar e cea 
That ever Jove to Hermes might impart, orer⸗ 
In fing' ring of a reede, had never wonne ckes, 
Poore I6's freedome. And though Arctor's ſon eath 
(Hundred-ey'd Argus) might be lutl'd by hin gh, a 
And looſe his pris'ner: yet in every lym wher 
That God of wit had felt this ſhepheard's il. if" 
And by his charmes brought from the mue's ii * 
Inforc'd to fleepe; then, rob'd of pipe and nl k iy 
And vanquiſh'd fo, turne ſwaine, this fiyaine . 
God. | 1 
Vet to this lad not wanted Envie's ſting, oy 
(He's not _— ought, that's not t worth ene 
vying 
Since many at his praiſe were ſeene to grutch, 75 
For as a miller in his boulting hutch for 
Drives out the pure meale neerly, (as he cat) Req, 
And in his fitter leaves the courſer bran : «i 
So doth the canker of a poet's name * 
Let 252 ſuch lines as might inherit Fame, at's 


Ar 
* 16. | 

+ Mercury, See Nonnus, Dyonyſ. 1. 3. 1 
ö Metam. I, 1. 
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1 from a volume culs ſome ſmall amiſſe, 

fre ſuch dogged ſpleenes as mate with his. 
t as a man that (by his art) would bring 

e ceaſleſſe current of a chriſtall ſpring 
orer-looke the lowly flowing head, 

ckes, by degrees, his ſoder'd pipes of lead, 
cath the fount, whereby the water goes 

oh, as a well that on a mountaine flowes: 
when Detra&ion and a Cynnick's tongue 

we ſunke Deſert unto the depth of wrong, 
that, the eye of ſkill, True Worth ſhall ſee 
brave the ſtarres, though low his paſſage be. 
But, here I much digreſle, yet pardon, ſwaines : 
as a maiden gath'ring on the plaines 

ſentfull noſegay (to ſet neere her pap, 

4 a favour, for her ſhepheard's cap) 

ſeene farre off to ſtray, if ſhe have ſpide 
flower that might increaſe her poſie's pride: 
if to wander I am ſometime preſt, 

s for a ſtraine that might adorne the reſt, 
Requeſts, that with deniall could not meet, 

e to our ſhepheard, and the voyces ſweet 
faireſt nymphes intreating him to ſay- 

hat wight he lov'd; he thus began his lay: 


E 3 SHALL 


a. — 
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And her Anger flames no higher 


} 
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Sn ALL I tell you whom I love? 
Hearken then a while to me; 
And if ſuch a woman move 
As I now ſhall verſifie ; 
Be aſſui'd, tis ſhe, or none 
That I love, and love alone. 


Nature did her ſo much right, 

As the ſcornes the help of Art. 
In as many Vertue's dight 

As e're yet imbrac'd a hart. 
'So much Good ſo truely tride 
Some for leſſe were deifide, 


Wit the hath without deſire 
To make knowne how much ſhe hath; 


Then may fitly ſweeten wrath, 
Full of Pitty as may be, 
Though perhaps not ſo to me. 


Reaſon maſters every ſenſe, 
And her Vertues grace her Birth: 
Lovely as all excellence, 
Modeſt in her moſt of mirth : 
Likelihood enough to prove 
Onely Worth could kindle Love. 


# 


Such ſhe is: and if you know 
Such a one as I have ſung; 
Be ſhe browne, or faire, or ſo, - 
That ſhe be but ſomewhile young ; 
Be aſſur'd, tis ſhe, or none 
That I love, and love alone. 


zus and his fellowes in the teame, 

ho, fince their wat'ring in the wefterne 
ſireame, 

e night ſicke eyes of our antipodes.) 
(ſweating) were in our horizon ſeene 
 drinke the cold dew from each flowry greene : 


d, filver-footed Thetis was at hand. 

\s I have ſeene when on the breſt of Thames 

heavenly beavy of ſweet Engliſh dames, 

ſome calme ev'ning of delightfull May, 

th muſicke give a farewell to the day, 

as they would (with an admired tone) 

et night's aſcenſion to her eben throne, 

t with their melodie, a thouſand more 

n to be wafted from the bounding ſhore : 

tan the ſhepheards, and with haſty feet 

ore which ſhould firſt increaſe that happy 
fleet. | 1: 

* Eous, Pyrocis, Æthon, and Phlegon, were fained 

be the horſes of the ſun, 
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hen Triton's trumphet ( with a ſhrill command) 


eee 


{ 


| 
; 
; 
b 
4 
Y 
4 
4 
: 
| 


Poole 


The true “ preſagers of a comming torn: 
Teaching their fins, to ſteere them, to the fon 
Of Thetis will; like boates at anchor ſtood, 
As ready to convay the muſe's brood 
Into the brackiſh lake, that ſeem'd to ſwell, 
As proud ſo rich a burden on it fell. + 

Exe their arivall 1 Aſtrophel had done 
His ſnepherd's lay, yet equaliz'd of none, 
Th' admired mirrour, glory of our iſle, 
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Thou farre-farre-more then mortall man, wh thus 
ſtile, | pey K 

Stroke more men dumbe to 12 to thy ſons tall 
Then Orpheus harpe, or Tully's golden tong:F'> t 
To him (as right) for wit's deepe quinteſſenc * 
un 


For honour, value, virtue, excellence, 
Be all the garlands, crowne his tombe with by 
Who f ſpake as much as ere our tongue can ſa, 

Happy Arcadia! while ſuch lovely ſtraines 
Sung of thy vallyes, rivers, hills and plaines; 
Yet moſt unhappy other joyes among, 


That never heard'ſt his muſicke nor his ſong, i . 
Deafe men are happy ſo, whoſe vertues praiſe 80 
nes, 


(Unheard of them) are ſung in tunefull lay. 
An 


. Doipins, 
+ Geſner de Aquatilibus, Hiſt, Neural. 1.4. P. 42 
1 Sir Philip Sidney. 
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pardon me ye ſiſters of the mountaine, 
o wayle his loſſe from the Pegaſian fountaine, 
like a man for portraiture unable) 
et my pencill to Apelles* table; 
re to draw his curtaine, with a will 
bew his true worth, when the artiit's ſkill . 
hin that curtiane fully doth expreſſe, 
one art's-maſtr, my unableneſle, 
e ſweetly touched, what I harſhly hit, 
thus I glory in what I have writ ; 
ney began (and if a wit ſo meane 
taſte with him the dewes of Hippocrene) 
ng the paſt'rall next; his muſe, my mover; 
on the plaines full many a penſive lover 
| ſing us to their loves, and praiſing be, 
bumble lines, the more, for praiſing thee. 
us we ſhall live with them, by rockes, by 
ſprings, | 
well as Homer by the death of Kings, 
hen in a T e an oaten quill 
learned + ſhepheard of faire Hitching hill 
ls the heroicke deeds of Greece and Troy, 
nes, ſo worthy life, that I imploy 
reede in vaine to overtake his fame. 
paiſefull tongues doe waite upon that name. 
Our 


. C. . e rr Denn 


r 


5 . 
» 2 Eg. * 


dee b. 1. ſ. 2. 


Mr. Chapman, who tranſlated the works of 
er. ; a 
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Our ſecond Ovid, the moſt pleaſing muſe 
That heav'n did e're in mortal's braine infuſ 
All-loved Draiton, in ſoule-raping ſtraines, 
A genuine noate, of all the nimphiſh traine; 
Began to tune ; on it all eares were hung 
As ſometime Dido's on Æneas' tongue. 

Johnſon whoſe full of merit to rehearſe 
Too copious 1s to be confinde in verſe ; 
Yet therein onely fitteſt to be knowne, 
Could any write a line which he might owne, 
One, ſo judicious ; ſo well knowing; and 
A man whoſe leaſt worth is to underſtand; 
One ſo exact in all he doth preferre, 

To able cenſure ; for the theater 

| Not Seneca tranſcends his worth of praiſe; 

Who writes him well ſhall well deſerve the bay 

Well-languag'd Danyel : Brooke, wit 

poliſht lines | 

Are fitteſt to accompliſh high deſignes; 

Whoſe pen (it ſeemes) {till young Apollo guide 

Worthy the forked hill for ever glides 

Streames from thy braine, ſo faire, that tin 
ſhall ſee 

Thee honor'd by thy verſe, and it by thee, 

And when thy temple's well deſerving bayes, Wt c: 

Might impe a pride in thee to reach thy praiſe 


* Chriſtopher Brooke, 
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in a chriſtall glaſle, fill'd to the ring 

h the cleare water of as cleare a ſpring 

eady hand may very ſafely drop | 

ne quantitie of gold, yet o're the top 

force the liquor run; although before 
 glaſſe (of water) could containe no more: 
ſo all-worthy Brooke though all men ſound 
h plummets of juſt praiſe thy ſkill profound, 
"uv in thy verſe thoſe attributes canſt take 
not apparent oſtentation make, 

at any ſecond can thy vertues raiſe, 

ring as much to hide as merit praiſe. 

Davies and Wither, by whoſe muſe's power 
paturall day to me ſeemes but an houre, 

| could I ever heare their learned layes, 

s would turne to artificiall dayes. 


prais d, and what ſhe prais'd no tongue 
depraves. 

en baſe contempt (unworthy our re port) 

from the muſes and their faire reſort, 

( exerciſe thy ſpleene vn men like thee : 

tare more fit to be contemn'd then we. 

þ not the rancqur of a cankꝰ red heart 

at can debaſe the excellence of art, 


les 


Nor 
Not Sir John, but John Davies of Hereford. 
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ce ſweetly chanted to the Queene of waves, 
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ene 1 

Nor great in titles make our worth obey, eatt 
Since we have lines farre more eſteem arik 
| they. ch 

For there is hidden in a poet's name pkt t. 
A ſpell that can command the wings of Fany, d: 
End maugre all Oblivion's hated birth h rar 


Begin their immortalitie on earth, 
When he that *gainſt a muſe with hate con! 
Fay raiſe his toombe in vaine to reach our hn 
Thus Thetis rides along the narrow ſeas ers t 
Encompaſt round with lovely Naides, 
With gaudy nymphes, and many a Kill 
ſtaine 
Whoſe equals, earth, cannot produce againe, 
Eur leave the times and men that ſhall ſucced 


them 
Enough to praiſe that age which fo. did bes A 
| them. | ; Ke | 
Two af the quainteſt ſwaines. that yet H 
"FR | luc 


FiTtd their attendance on the Ocean's Queen, 
Remond and Doridon, whoſe hapleſſe fates 
Late ſcver'd chem from their more happy mates 
For ( centle ſwaines) if you remember well 
V.ter !laft I ſung on brim of yonder dell, 
End as I gheſſe it was that ſunny morne, 
Annen in the grove thereby my ſheepe wen 

Kore, „ | I wen 
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VE... 1 tolde you, while the !ſhepheard's yong 

eat their paſt'rall, and their rurall ſong, 

Grikes of ſome poore maide fallen in miſ- 

chance, | 

kt their aide, and drew them from their 

dance : 

h ran a ſev'rall way to helpe the maide; 

e tow'rds the vally, ſome the green wood 

{raid : 

one the thicket beates, and there a ſwain: 

ers the hidden caves, but all in vaine. 

could they finde the wight whoſe ſerikes 
and cry 

through the gentle ayre ſo heavily, 

r ſce or man or beaſt, whoſe cruell teene 

puld wrong a maiden or in grave or greene. 

ke then return'd they all to end their ſport 

t Doridon and Remond; who reſort 

ie to thoſe places which they erſt had ſought, 

Ir could a thicket be by Nature wrought 

ſuch a webb, ſo intricate, and knit 

trong with bryers, but they would enter it. 

mond, his Fida cals; Fida the woods 

und againe, and Fida ſpeake the floods, 

it the rivers and the hils did frame 

mſelves no ſmall delight, to heare her name. 

tte appears not. Doridon would now 


re cali'd his lore too, but he knew not how: 
Much 


Ne, 


vere 
cen 
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Much like a man who dreaming in his ſleep 

That he is falling from ſome mountaine ſeep 

Into a ſoundlefie lake, about whoſe brim 

A thouſand crocodiles doe waite for him, 

And hangs but by one bough and ſhould t 
breake 

Eis lite goes with it; yet to cry or ſpeake, 

Though faine he would, can move nor wy 


nor. tongue : | 
So when he Remond heard the woods among | wit! 
Call for his Fida, he would gladly too now 
Have call'd his faireft love, but knew not who, Ai all 
Or what to call; poore lad, that canſt not tel caſe 


Nor ſpeake the name of her thou lov'ſt ſo wel, 
Remond by hap neere to the arbour found 
Where late the hynd was ſlayne, the hurtleſe 

ground 
Beſmear'd with bloud ; to Doridon he cride 
And tearing then his hayre, O hapleſſe tide 
(Quoth he) behold! ſome curſed hand hath twe 
From Fida this; O what infernall bane, 
Or more then hellihh fiend inforced this! 
Pure as the ſtreame of aged Symois, 
And as the ſpotleſſe lilly was her ſoule! 
Ye ſacred powers that round about the pole 
Turne in your ſphears! O could you ſee this deed, 
And keepe your motion? If the * eldeſt iced o 


* Jupiter. s 
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hained Saturne hath ſo often beene 

unters and in ſhepheard's habit ſeene 

trace our woods, and on our fertile plaines 

o ſhepheard's daughters with melodious 
ſtraines, | 

ere was he now, or any other powre? 

my ſev'rall lambs have I each howre 

| crooked horned. rams brought to your 
ſhrines, | 

| with perfumes clouded the ſun that ſhines, 

now forſaken ? to an uncouth ſtate 

al things run, if ſuch will be ingrate. 

complaine, 

faireſt Fida lives; nor doe thou ſtaine 

h vilde reproaches any power above, 

y all as much as thee have beene in love: 

me his Rhea; Jupiter had ſtore, 

lo, Leda, Europa, and more; 

entred Vulcan's bed, pertooke his joy; 

ebus had Daphne and the “ ſweet-fac'd boy z 

us Adonis; and the God of Wit 

haſteſt bonds was to the Muſes knit, 

d yet remaines ſo, nor can any ſever 

love, but brother-like affects them ever; 

changefull Cinthia her Endimion had, 

loft on Latmus ſported with that lad ; 


* Hyacinth, 
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aſe Remond (quoth the boy) no more 
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If theſe were ſubject, (as all mortall men 


Unto the golden ſhafts, they could not the 
But by their one affections rightly gheſſe 


Her death would draw on thine; wy Wert x 
neſſe 1e { 
Charge them reſpectleſſe; fince no ſwaine v 
thee 1 


Hath off red more unto each deitie. 
But feare not Remond, for thoſe ſacred pom 
Tread on oblivion; no deſert of ours 

Can be intoomb'd in their celeſtiall breaſts: 


They weigh our off'rings, and our {c: 
| feaſts, five 
And they forget thee not : Fida (thy deere) fear 
Treads on the earth, the bloud that's ſpiaiꝗ es th 
nere far'd 

Nere fill'd her veynes; the hynd poſſeſt this g t ous 
See where the coller lyes ſhe whilome wore; ore 
Some dog hath ſlaine her, or the griping cee 
That ſpoiles our plaines in digging then "ſl of 
murle. | de 
Looke as two little brothers who addreſt re- M 
To ſearch the hedges for a thruſhe's neſt, a: b 
And have no ſooner got the leavy ſpring, d ca 
When mad in tuft with fearefull bellowing eepe 
A ſtrong-neckt bull purſues throughout the fe ö 
One climbes a tree, and takes that for his me 


When 
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ence looking from one paſture to another, 

at might betide to his much- loved brother, 

her then can his over-drowned eyes 

ght perceive, the furious beaſt he ſpyes, 

fe ſomething on his hornes, he knowes not 
what; | 

one thing feares, and therefore chinkes it 
that: 

en comming nigher he doth well diſcerne 

pf the wondrous-one-night-ſceding ferne 

ne bundle was: yet thence he home - ward 

— 

ive and ſad, nor can abridge the throes 

; feare began, but ſtill his minde doth move 

to the worſt : © Miſtruſt goes fill with love.” 

ard it with our ſhepheard, though he ſaw 

t ought of Fida's rayment, which might draw 

more ſuſpition ; though the coller lay 

on the grafle, yet goes he thence away 

10 miſtruſt, and vowes to leave that plaine 

|| be embrace his chaſteſt love againe. 

re-wounded Doridon entreats him then 

a: he might be his partner, fince no men 

d caſes liker ; he with him would goe, 

eepe when he wept, and ſigh when he did ſo: 

quoth the boy, will fing thee ſongs of love, 

id as we fit in ſome Oy you. * 1800 

„ Where 
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Where Philomela and ſuch ſweet'ned throat 
Are for the maſtry tuning various noates, 
Ie ſtrive with them, and tune fo ſad a vert, 
That whilſt to thee my fortunes I reherſe 
No bird but ſhall be mute, her noate decline 
And ceaſe her woe, to lend an eare to mine, 
Ple tell thee tales of love, and ſhew thee hoy 
The gods have wand'red as we ſhepheards nn 
And when thou plain'{ thy Fida's loſſe, vill 
Eccho the ſame, and with mine owne, ſuppl 
Know Remond I do love, but well-a-day eetet 
I know not whom ; but as the gladſome May 
She's faire and lovely, as a goddeſſe ſhe 
(If ſuch as her's a goddeſſe beauty be) 
Firſt ſtood before me, and inquiring was 
How to the mariſh ſhe might ſooneſt paſle, 
When ruſht a villaine in, hell be his lot, low 
And drew her thence, fince when I ſaw ber! 
Nor know I where to ſearch ; but if thou pled 
Tis not a forreſt, mountaine, rockes, or ſea 
Can in thy journey ſtop my going on. ence 
Fate ſo may ſmile on hapleſſe Doridon, 
That he rebleſt may be with her faire ſight 
Though thence his eyes poſſeſſe eternall nig 
Remond agreed, and many weary dayes: 
They now had ſpent in unfrequented wayc? 
About the rivers, vallies, holts, and crags, 
Among the ozyers and the waving flags, 


hey neerely pry, if any dens there be, 

ere from the ſun might harbour crueltie : 

if they could the bones of any ſpy, 

tone by beaſts, or humane tyranny, 

ey cloſe inquirie make in caverns blinde, 

what they looke for would be death to 
finde, 

gut as a curious man that would diſerie 

cad by the trembling hand of Jealouſie) 

his faire wife have wrong'd his bed or no, 

ccteth his torment if he finde her ſo. 

One ev'n e're Phoebus (neere the golden ſhore 

f Tagus' ſtreame) his journey gan give ore, 

hey had aſcended up a woody hill 

here oft the Fauni with their bugles ſhrill 

akened the eccho, and with many a ſhout 

low d the fearefull deere the woods about, 

through the breakes that hide the ag 

rockes, 

ga to the hole where lyes the wily bee 

tence they beheld an underlying vale 

here Flora ſet her rareſt flowres at ſale, 

ither the thriving bee came oft to ſucke 

them, 


dd faireſt nymphes to decke their haire did 
plucke them, 
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Where oft the goddeſſes did run at baſe, 
And on white hearts begun the wilde. g. 
chaſe: N * 
Here various Nature ſeem'd adorning this, 
In imitation of the fields of bliſſe; 
Or as the would intice the ſoules of men 
To leave Elizium, and live here agen. 
Not Hybla mountaine in the jocund prime 
Upon her many buſhes of ſweet thyme 
Shewes greater number of induſtrious bees, 
Then were the birds that ſung there on the tu 
Like the trim- windings of a wanton lake, 
That doth his paſſage through a meadow make 
Ran the delightfull vally *tweene two hits: 
From whoſe rare trees the precious balme diſt 
And hence Apollo had his ſimples good 
That cur'd the gods, hurt by the earth'; 
. brood, | 
A chriſtall river on her boſome lid, 
And (paſſing) ſeem'd in ſullen mutt'rings chid 
The artleſſe ſongſters, that their muſicke fill 
Should charme the ſweet dale, and the wilti 
-- hill, 
Not ſuffering her ſhrill waters as they run 
Tun'd with a whiſtling gale in uniſon, 
To tell as high they priz'd the bord'red vale, 
As the quick lennet or ſweet nightingale. 
1 Dion 


ne from a ſteepe rocke came the water firſt, 
ere luſty ſatyres often quench'd their thirſt) 
with no little ſpeed ſeem'd all in haſte 

it the lovely bottom? had imbrac'd: 

as intranc'd to heare the ſweet birds ſing, 
urled whirpooles ſhe her courſe doth bring, 
bath to leave the ſongs that lull'd the dale, 
waiting time when ſhe and ſome ſoft gale 

ld ſpeake what true delight they did poſſeſſe 
ong the rare flowres which the vally dreſſe. 
ince thoſe quaint muſitians would not ſtay, 

r ſuffer any to be heard but they: 

ch like a little lad who gotten new 

play his part amongſt a ſkilfull crew 

choiſe muſitians, on ſome ſofter ſtring 

at is not heard; the other's fingering 

ning his art; the boy would gladly get 
plauſe with others that are of his ſer, 

| therefore ſtrikes a ſtroke loud as the beſt 

d often deſcants when his fellowes reſt ; 

at, to be heard (as uſuall fingers do) 

les his owne muſicke and his part'ners too: 
a the further end the waters fell 

m off an high bancke downe a lowly dell, 

they had vow'd ere paſſing from that ground, 
e birds ſhould be inforc'd to heare their 
ſound, | 
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No ſmall delight the ſhepheards tooke to fh 
A* coombe ſo dight in Flora's livery, 
Where faire Feronia + honor'd in the woods, 
And all the Deities that haunt the floods, 
With powrefull Nature ſtrove to frame a plo; 
Whoſe like the ſweet Arcadia yeelded not, 
Downe through the arched wood the tj 
heard's wend, 
And ſeeke all places that might helpe their end 
When comming neere the bottome of the hill 
A deepe fetch'd ſigh which ſeem'd of 48 
kill 
The breaſt that held it, pierc'd the liſt'ning vo 
W hereat the carefull ſwaines no longer ſtood 
Where they were looking on a tree, whoſe yu 
A love-knot held which two joyn'd hearts it 
| twynde; 
But ſearching round, upon an aged root 
Thicke lynde with moſſe, which (though to li 
boot) 
Ceem'd as a ſhelter it had lending beene 
Againſt cold winter's ſtormes and wreakiy 
teene; 1 8 


* Vally. 

+ According to that of Silius, lib. X111. Punic 

—Itur in agros Dives ubi ante omnes colitur Ferol 
luco, | 


g I. BrtTANNIA's PASTORALS, © 7. 


clad the ſtocke in ſummer with that hue, - 

:withered branches not a long time knew: 

rin his hollow trunke and periſh'd graine 

e cuckowe now had many a winter laine, 

u thriving piſmires laid their egges in ſtore ; 

e dormouſe flept there, and a many more. 

re fate the lad, of whom I thinke of olde 

gibs prophetique ſpirit had foretold, 

ho whilſt dame Nature for her cunning's 
ſake. 

male or female doubted which to make, 

id to adorne him, more than all, aſſaid, 

us pritty youth was almoſt made a maid. 

dly he ſate, (and as would griefe) alone, 

if the boy and tree had beene one, 

hilſt downe neere boughs did drops of amber 
creepe, 

if his ſorrow made the trees to weepe, 

fever this were true in Ovid's verſe 

hat teares have powre an adamant to pierce, 

r move things void of ſence, 'twas here ap- 

prov'd, 

Things vegetative, once, his teares have mov'd. 

burely the ſtones might well be drawne, i in pitty 

Io burſt that he ſhould mone, as for a ditty 

o come and range themſelves in order all, 


ad of their one accord raiſe Thebes a wall. 
R Or 
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Or elſe his teares (as did the other's ſong) 
Might have th" attractive power to more 
throng | 
Of all the forreſts, citizens, and woods, 
With ev'ry denizon of ayre and floods, 
To ſit by him and grieve; to leave their jane, 
Their ſtrifes, diſſentWions, and all civill warte, 
And though elſe diſagreeing, in this one 
Mourning for him ſhould make an union, 
For whom the heavens would weare a fable (ur 
If men, beaſls, fiſhes, birds, trees, ſtones, n 
mute. 
His eyes were fixed (rather fixed ſtares) 
With whom it ſeem'd his tears had beene u 
warres, x 
The difi”rence this (a hard hom to diſcry) 
Whether the drops were cleareſt or his eye. 
Teares fearing conqueſt to the eye might {al 
An inundation brought and drowned all. 
Yet like true Vertue from the top of ſtate 
(Whoſe hopes vilde Envy hath ſeene ruinate) 
Leing lowly caſt, her goodneſſe doth appeare- 
(Uncloath'd of greatneſſe) more apparant cleere; 
So though dejected, yet remain'd a feature 
Made forrow ſweet plac'd in ſo ſweet a creature. 
The teſt of miſcry the trueſt is, 
In that none hath, but what is ſurely his. 
| | Hi 
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armes a- croſſe, his ſheep-hooke lay beſide 
him: 

| Venus paſs'd this way, and charc'd t have 

ſpide him, 

i open breſt, lockes on his ſhoulders ſpred, 

yould have ſworne (kad ſhe not tcenc him 
dead; 43 

as Adonis; or if e're there was 

| tranſmigration by Pithagoras, 

ſoules, that certaine then, her loſt-loves ſpirit 

irer body never could inherit. 

pipe which often wont upon the plaine 

ſound the Dorian, Phrygian, Lydian ſtraine, 

om his hooke and bagge cleane caſt apart, 

almoſt broken like his maſter's heart. 

till the two kinde ſhepheards neere him ſept, 

nde he nothing ſpake, but that he wept. 

caſe gentle lad (quoth Remond) let no teare 

ud thoſe ſweet beauties in thy lace appeare; 

y doſt thou call-on that which comes alone, 

d wil not leave thee till thyſelfe art gone? 

ou maiſt have griete when other things are 

reft thee, | 

elle may flide away, this flill is left thee ; 

d when thou wanteſt other company 

low will ever be imbracing thee, 


But 
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But faireſt ſwaine what cauſe haſt thou of ye 
Thou haſt a well-fleec'd flocke feede to and 


(His ſheepe along the vally that time fed be 
Not farre from him, although urifollowed) e. 
What doe thy yewes abortive bring? or hf 
For want of milke ſeeke to their fellowes dan t 
No gryping land- lord hath inclos'd thy wall hink 
Nor toyling plowman furrow'd them in balie | 
Ver hath adorn'd thy paſtures all ip greene e 
With clover-grafle as freſh as may be ſeene: iſ to 
Clare gliding ſprings refreſh thy mea h m- 
heate, - aps | 
Meades promiſe to thy charge their wigWvore 
meate, ſtrag 

And yet thou griev'ſt. O! had ſome wi ing 
thy ſtore; any 
Their pipes ſhould tell the woods they at pr 
more. RE c 


Or have the Parcz with unpartiall knife 
Left ſome friend's body tenantleſſe of lite, 
And thou bemon'ſt that Fate in his yo 
| morne 8 
Ore · caſt with elods his light but newly borne? 
* Count not how many yeers he is berea vd 
But thoſe which he poſſeſt and had receiv 
* It I may tread ho longer on this ſtage, 
Though others thinke me yong; it is mine t 


4 


Ile 
ver who ſo hath his fate's full period told, 
1 ( full of yeeres departs, and dyeth old.“ 


be that Avarice thy mind hath croſt, 

| ſo thy ſighes are for ſome trifle loſt, 

y ſhouldſt thou hold that deare the world 
throwes on thee ? 

hinke nothing good which may be taken 
from thee.” 

ke as ſome pond'rous weight or maſſie packe, 

to be carryed on a porter's back, 

h make his ſtrong joynts cracke and forceth 
him | | 

ure the helpe of every nerve and lym, 

fraggle in his gate, and goeth double, 

ding to earth, ſuch is his burden's trouble: 

wy one by Avarice ingirt, 

( preſt with wealth, lyes groveling in the 
dirt, 

wretched minde bends to no poynt but this 

who hath moſt of wealth hath moſt of 

bliſſe. 

ce comes the world to ſeeke ſuch traffiquo 
forth 

d paſſages through the congealed north, 

bo when their haires with iſicles are hung, 

that their chatt'ring teeth confound their 

tongue, 

Shew 
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Shew them a glitt'ting ſtone ; will ſtreight wlll ; 
ſay, chan; 
If paines thus 8 oh what focles woe © 
play! 5 me th 


Yet I could tell them (as I now doe thee) 
« In getting wealth we loſe our libertie, 
« Beſides, it robs us of our better powres, 
And we ſhould be 2 were theſe ! 
© Ours. 

He is not pooreſt that hath leaſt in ſtore, 
« But he which hath enough yet afketh more 
* Nor is he rich by whom are all poſſeſt 

« But he which nothing hath, yet aſketh leaf 
** If thou a life by Nature's leading pitch, 
« Thou never ſhalt be poore, nor never rich 


« Led by Opinion; for their ſtates are ſuch . fr 
Nature but little ſcekes, Opinion much,” ar fig 
Amongſt the many buds proclaiming May hs | 
{Decking the fields in holy-daye's aray, 25 
Striving who ſhall ſurpaſſe in bravery) en 
. Marke the faire blooming of the An n fe 
wee; 

Who fincly cloathed in a robe of white, 
Feeds full the wanton eye with May's delight; : 
Yet for the bravery that ſhe is in , 
No n 


Doch neyther handle carde nor wheele to * ſpin, 


* Luke c. 12. v. 27. Spenſer's Falrie Queen, b.: 


c. 6. [. 16. ver. 8. and Prior's Solomon, b. 1. . y 


changeth robes but twice, is never ſeene 
ther colours then in white or greene. 

me then content yong ſlepheard from this 
tree, | 
joſe greateſt wealth is Nature's livery ; 

richeſt ingots never toyle to finde, 

care for povertie but of the “ minde. 


his poke yong Remond : yet the mourne- 
/ full lad 


ſtooke his head, then croſt his armes againe, 


| from his eyes did ſhowres of ſalt teares 


rain; 


ich wrought ſo on the ſwains, they could not 
ſmother 

ar ſighes, but ſpent them freely as the other, 

| us (quoth Doridon) thou fairer farre 

en + he whoſe chaſtitie made him a ſtarre, 

re fit to throw the wounding ſhafts of love, 

n follow ſheepe and pine here in a grove. 

0 not hide thy ſorrowes, ſhew them briefe: 

lle oft findes ayde that doth diſcloſe his 

griefe.“ 

hou wouldſt it continue, thou doit wrong; 

No man can ſorrow very much and long: 


** Far 


1 Mat, c. 5. v. 3. 7 | Hippolitus. 
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t once replyde ; but with a ſmile though ſad, : 
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For thus much loving Nature hath diſpoy', 
That mongſt the woes that have us roun{ 


clos'd, | e or 
That comfort's left (and we fhould bleſt Hende 
for't) leav. 


That we may make our griefes be borne, orly 
Beleeve me ſhepheard we are men no leſſe 
Free from the killing throes of heavineſſe 
Then thou art here, and but this diff'renef 
That uſe hath made us apter to endure. 
More he had ſpoke, but that a bugle ſhrill 
Rung through the vally from the higher hil 
And as they turn'd them tow'rds the hari 
ſound, 
A gallant ſtag as if he ſcorn'd the ground 
Came running with the winde, and bore 
head 
As he he had been the King of forreſts bred. eme 
Not ſwifter comes the Meſſenger of heaven, 
Or winged veſſell with a full gale driven, 
Nor the ſwift ſwallow flying neere the grout 
By which the ayres diſtemp'rature is found: 
Nor Mirrha's courſe, nor Daphna's ſpeedy fly 
Shunning the daliance of the God of light, 
Then ſeem'd the ſtag, that had no ſooner 
them 
But in a trice their eyes as quickly loſt him, 


\ 


obe 


0 
ul 


he weeping ſwaine nere mov'd, but as his 
eyes | 

e onely given to ſhew his miſeries, 

-nded thoſe; and could not once be won 

leave that object whence his teares begun. 

) had that * man, who (by a tyrant's hand) 

ing his children's bodies ſtrew the ſand 

he next morne for torment's preſt to goe, 

from his eyes not let one ſmall teare flow, 

being aſk'd how well he bore their loſe, 

e to a man affliction could not croſle 

ſtoutly anſwer'd: 4 Happier ſure are they 

hen I ſhall be by ſpace of one ſhort day: 

more his griefe was. But had he beene hem 

had beene flint had he not ſpent a teare. 

r ſtill that man the perfecter is knowne, 


le | 


Remond and Doridon were turning then 

to the moſt diſconſolate of men, 

t that a gallant dame, faire as the morne, 

lovely bloomes the peach-tree that adorne, 

d in a changing ſilte, whoſe luſtre ſhone 

ke yealow flowres and graſſe farre off, in one; 

like the mixture Nature doth diſplay 

pon the quaint wings of the popiniay, 

er horne about her necke with ſilver tip, 

o hard a mettall for ſo ſoft a lip: | 
Which 

* Phiton, - 


U. BatraxxIA's PASTORALS: 79 


ho other's ſorrowes feeles more then his one. i 
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Which it no oft'ner kiſt, then Jove did fro! 
And in a mortal's ſhape would faine come ( 
To feede upon thoſe dainties, had not he 
Beene ſtill kept backe by Juno's jealouſie, 
And ivory dart ſhe held of good command, 
White was the bone, but whiter was her ban 
Of many pieces was it neatly fram'd, 

But more the hearts were that her eyes inan 
Upon her head a greene light filken cap, 
A piece of white lawne ſhadow'd eyther pay, 


Betweene which hillockes many Cupid's la, rol 
Where with her necke or with her teatc; oi be 
play, no 

Whilſt her quicke hart will not with then | 
pence, luck 

But heaves her breſts as it would beate und 
thence, . Ith dc 

Who fearing much to loſe ſo ſweet repzir: if” *© 
Take taſter hold by her diſhevell'd haire. : 
Swittly ſhe ran; the ſweet bryers to reccive ! dit 
Slipt their imbracements, and (as loath to il * 
| her) ing 
Stretch'd themſelves to their length: yet on G 
goes. Tor 't 

So great Diana frayes a heard of roes Gti 
And ſpeedy followes: Aret huſa fled ich tl 
So from the * river that her raviſhed. q ue 
| 01. 


1 *. Alpheus, 


gl. Barr ANN IA“ PAs rok AIs. I a 


hen this brave” huntreſle neere the fhep- 
heards drew, + 

lilly arme 1n full extent ſhe threw, 

plucke a little bough (to fanne her face) 

m off a thicke leav'd aſh: (no tree did grace 

: low grove as did this, the branches ſpred 

> Neptune's Trident upwards from the head.) 

ſooner did the grieved qnepheard fee 

e nymph's white hand extended tow'rds the 
tree, | 

roſe and to her ran, yet ſhe had done 

he came neere, and to the wood was gone; 

t now approach'd the bough the huntrefic 

tore, DEN 

ſuckt it with his mouth, and kiſt it o're 

undred times, and ſoftly gan it binde 

Ih dock-leaves; and a flip of willow rinde. 

en round the trunke be wreathes his weak ned 
armes, 

1 with his ſcalding tcares the ſmooth barke 

warmes, 

hing and groaning, that the ſnepheards Ly 

0! to helpe him, and lay down to cry: 

tor 'tis impoſſible a man ſnoall be 

Griv'd to himſelfe or faile oi company,” 
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uch the two ſwaines admir'd, but pitty'd more 
ut be no powre of words had, to deplore 
. G Or 


Booke] 


Or ſhew what ſad misfortue *twas befell 
To him whom Nature (ſeem'd) regarded wel. 
As thus, they lay, and while the ſpeccile 
ſwaine | 
His teares and ſighes fpent to the woods in vaing 
One like a wilde man over-growne with hayre, 
His nayles long growne, and all his body bar, 
Save that a wreath of ivy twiſt did hide 
Thoſe part which Nature would not have di 
cride, 
And the long hayrg that curled from his head 
A graffie garland rudely covered. 
But ſhepheards I have wrong'd you, tis 0 
| late 
For ſee our maid ſtands hollowing on yond gate, 
"Tis ſupper-time, with all, and we had need 
Make haſte away, unleſſe we meane to ſpeed 
With thoſe that kifle the hares foot: Rhum 
are bred | 
Some ſay by going ſupperleſſe to bed, 
And thoſe I love not; therefore ceaſe my rime 
And put my pipes up till another time. 


82 BRITANNIA'“s PAS TOR ALS. 


* 


BRITAN 


WR ITANNIMAsS 


lle 


HE SECOND BOOK E. 
THE THIRD*SONG. 


THE. ARGUMENT. 


A Redbrefſt doth from pining ſave 
Marina hut iz Famine's cave. 

The Golden-age deſcribed plaine, 
And Limos by the ſhepheards ſlaiue, 
Doe give me leave-a while to move 


My pipe of Tavy and his love. 


LAS! that I have done ſo great a wrong 

o the faireſt maiden of my ſong, 

ine Marina, who in Limos' cave 

6 ever fearefull of a living grave, 

(night and day upon the hard'ned ſtones, 

is, if a reſt can be amongſt the mones 

dying wretches ; where each minute all 

ad ſtill afraid to heare their death's-man call. 
irice had the golden ſun his hote ſteedes waſht 
be weſt maine, and thrice them ſmartly laſht 
G 2 Out 
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Out of the baulmy eaſt, ſince the ſweet maide 


Had in that diſmall cave beene ſadly laid. werſ 
Where hunger pinch'd her ſo, ſhe need not ie 

| IE of murd'ring by a ſecond hand: d if 
Fo! through her tender fides ſuch darts ni boo 
paſſe, who 
*Gainſt which ſtrong wals of ſtone, thicke ox boſe 
of braſſe hum 


Deny no ent'rance, nor the campes of Kings, 

Since ſooneſt there they bend their flaggy win, 
But heaven that ſtands ſtill for the beſt's ai 
Lendeth his hand when humane helpings faile 
For *twere impoſſible that ſuch as ſhe 
Should be forgotten of the Deitie ; 

Since in the ſpacious orbe could no man ſinde 

A fairer face match'd with a fairer minde, 

A little Robbin-redbreſt one cleare morne, 
gate ſweetly ſinging on a well-leav'd thiorne: 
W hereat Marina roſe, and did admire 
He durſt approach ſrom whence all elſe retire: 
And pittying the ſweet bird, what in her lay 
She fully ſtrove to fright him thence away. 
Poore harmles wretch (quoth ſhe) coe ſer 
: ſome ſpring, 

And to her ſweet fall with thy fellowes ſing ; 
Fly to the well-repleniſh'd groves, and there 
Doe entertaine each ſwaine” s harmonious eare; 

Traver, 


farre 


85 

verſe the winding branches; chant ſo free 

at every lover fall in love with thee; - 

d if thou chance to ſee that lovely boy 

o looke on whom the Silvans count a joy) 

whom J lov'd no ſooner then I loſt, 

hoſe body all the graces hath ingroſt, 

tim unfold (if that thou dar'ſt to be 

ncare a neighbour to my tragedie) 

farre as can thy voyce, (in plants ſo ſad, 

d in ſo many mournefull accents clad, 

at as thou ſingſt upon a tree thereby 

may ſome ſmall time weepe, yet kno not 

why) 

ow I in death was his, though powres divine 

l not permit that he in life be mine. 

e this thou loving bird; and haſte away 

o the woods: but it ſo be thou 2 | 

doe a deede of charitie on me 

hen my pure ſoule ſhall leave mortalitie, 

cov'ring this poore body with a ſkeet 

[ greene leaves, - gath'red from a vally ſweet ; 

is in vaine: theſe harmeleſſe lims muſt have 

an in the caityfe's wombe, no other grave. 

22ce then ſweet robin; leaſt in ſtaying long 
tonce thou chance forgoe both lite and ſony. ' 

a this ſhe hufkt him thence, he ſung no more, 

WW"! (fraid the ſecond time) flew tow'rds the ſhore, 

© E Of | Within 
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Within as ſhort time as the ſwifteſt Caine 
Can to our May-pole run and come againe, 
The little Red-breſt to the prickled thorne 
Return'd, aud ſung there as he had beforne, 
And faire Marina to the loope-hole went, 
Pittying the pretty bird, whoſe puniſhment 
Limos would not deferre if he were ſpide, 
No ſooner had the bird the maiden eyde, 
But leaping on the rocke, downe from a boi 
He takes a cherry up (which. he but now 
Had thither brought, and in that place halls 
Till to the cleft his ſong had drawne the maid 
And flying with the ſmall ſtem in his bill, 
(A choiſer fruit, than hangs on Bacchus“ bil 
In faire Marina's boſome tooke his reſt, 

A heayenly ſeat fit for ſo ſweet a gueſt : 
Where Citherea's doves might billing ſit, 
And gods and men with envy looke on it; 
Where roſe two mountaines, whoſe rare (i 
to crop out 
Was harder then to reach Olympus! top: 
For thoſe the gods can; but to elimbe theſe b 
Their powres no other were then mortall wi 
Here left the bird the cherry, and anone 
Forſooke her boſome, and for more is gone, 
Making ſuch ſpeedy flights into the thicke, 
That ſhe admir'd he went and came fo quick. + 


The 
* Cithzron in Boetia. 


( < 
\ 
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hen leaſt his many cherries ſhould diſtaſt, 

me other fruit he brings than he brought laſt. 

n2time of ſtrawberries a little ſtem, 

{changing colours as he gath'red them: 

me greene, fome white, ſome red on them 
infus'd, 

Theſe lov'd, thoſe fear'd they bluſh'd to be ſo us'd. 

The peaſcod gre ene, oft with no little toyle 

d ſeeke for in the fatteſt fertil'ſt ſoile, 

1d rend it from the ſtalke to bring it to her, 

nd in her boſom for acceptance woo her. 

No berry in the grove or forreſt grew, 

hat fit for nouriſhment the kinde bird knew, 

or any powretull hearb in open field, 

0 ſerve her brood the teeming earth did yeeld, 

ut with his utmoſt induſtry he ſought it, 

nd to the cave for chaſte Marida brought it. 

from one well-ſtor'd garden to another, 

0 gather fim ples runs a carefull mother, 

hofe onely childe lyes on the ſhaking bed 

brp'd with a fever, (ſometime honoured 

Rome as if a * God) nor is ſhe bent 

o other herbes then thoſe for which ſhe went. 

The feathred houres five times were over-told, 

ind twice as many floods and ebbs had rold 


* Febrem ad minus nocendum templis colebant, ait 
Val. Maximus, Vide Tullium in tertio de Nat, 
Deorum, & ſecundo de Legibus, 
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The ſmall ſands out and in, fince faire Mary 
For whoſe long loſſe a hundred ſnepheard n 
Was by the charitable robin fed: N 
For whom (had ſne not ſo beene — 
A hundred doves would ſearch the ſun-t 
hils, 
Or fruitfull vallies lac'd with ſilver rils, 
To bring her olives. Th' eagle ſtrong of ſk 
To countries farre remote would bend her fiy 
And with umwearied wing ſtrip through the! 
To the choiſe plots of Gaule and Italy, 
And never lin till home-ward ſhe eſcape 
With the pomegranat, lemmon, oringe, grape 
Or the lov'd citron, and attain'd the cave. 
The well-plum'd goſhawke, (by th' Egyptia 
| grave 
Us'd in miſticke characters for ſpeede) 
Would not be wanting at fo great a neede, 
But from the well-ſtor'd orchards of the land 
Brought the ſweet pare, (once by a curſed hand 
At“ Swinſted us'd with poyſon, for the fall 
Of one who on theſe plaines rul'd Lord of all 


One writes that King John was poiſon'd at Swin 
ſted, with a diſh of peares: others, there, in a cup" 
wine : ſome, that he died at Newark of the fluxe. 
fourth, by the diſtemperature of peaches eaten in | 
fit of an ague. Among ſo many doubts, I leave ! 
| vo beleeve the author moſt in credit with our bel « 


antiquaries, 


\ 
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ſentfull Oſprey by the rocke had fiſh'd,,. 

many a prittie ſhrimp 1n ſcallops diſh'd 

e way convay'd her; no one of the ſhole 

it haunt the waves, but from his lurking hole 

jpull'd the cray-fiſh, and with much adoe 

wht that the maid, and perywinkles too. 

theſe for others might their labours ſpare,,. 

not with robin for their merit ſhare. 

et as a heardeſſe in a ſummer's day, 

t with the glorious ſun's all- purging ray, 

the calme evening (leaving her faire flocke). 

les herſelfe unto a froth-girt rocke, | 

which the head-long Tavy throwes his waves, 

nd ſoames to ſee the ſtones neglect his braves:) 

dere fitting to undoe her buſkins white 

d waſh her neate legs, (as her uſe each night) 

' inamour'd flood before ſhe can unlance. 
them, 

les up his waves as haſt'ning to imbrace 
them, 

ud though to helpe them ſome ſmall gale doe 
blow, 

d one of twenty can but reach her ſo; 

«will a many little ſurges be 

ling upon the rocke Fall buſily, 


id doe the beſt they can to kiſſe her feet, 
a that their power and will, not equall meet: 


80 


* 
% 
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So as the for het nurſe look'd tow'rds they 
(And now beholds the trees that grace the 
Then lookes upon a hill whoſe _— lide 
A goodly flocke, like winter's cov'ring hid 
And higher on ſome ſtone that jutteth ou, 
Their carefull maſter guiding his trim rout 
By ſending forth his dog, (as ſhepheards de 
Or piping ſate, or clouting of his ſhoe.) 
Whence, nearer hand drawing her wand! 


ſight, : bir 
(So from the earth ſteales the all-quickt Ly 
light) | 


Beneath the rocke, the waters, high, but lat 
(I know not by what ſluce or emptying gat! 
Where at a low ebb ; on the ſand ſhe ſpyes 
A buſie bird that to and fro ſtill flyes, 
Till pitching where a hatefull oyſter lay, 
Opening his cloſe jawes, (cloſer none then the 
Valeſle the griping fiſt, or cherry lips 
Of happy lovers in their melting ſips.) 
Since the decreaſing waves had left him ther 
He gapes for thirſt, yet meetes with nought 


ayre, 
And that ſo hote; ere the returning tyde, 
He in his ſhell is likely to be fride ; 
The wary bird a prittie pibble takes 
And claps it twixt the. two pearle hiding flac 
te 


* 


ma 


ook 


> 
ef 
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the broad yawning oyfter, and the then 

ely pickes the fiſh out (as ſome men 

nicke of policie thruſt, tweene two friends, 

er their powres, and his intention ends) 

e bird thus getting that for which the ſtrove, 

wht it to her, to whom the Queene of Love 

yd as a foyle, and Cupid could no other, 

ye to her miſtaken for his mother. 

ina from the kind bird tooke the meate, 

id (looking downe) ſhe ſaw a number great 

birds, each one a pibble in his bill, 

ould doe the like, but that they wanted ſkill : 

ne threw. it in too farre, and ſome too ſhort z; 

is could not beare a ſtone fit for ſuch ſport, 

t harmelefſe wretch putting in one too ſmall, 

te oyſter ſhuts and takes his head withall. 

other bringing one too ſmooth and round, 

abappy bird that thine owne death haſt 
found) 

es it ſo little way in his hard lips, _ 

at with their ſodaine cloſe, the pibble ſlips. 

rongly forth (as when your little ones 

 twixt their fingers flip their cherry- ſtones) 

at it in paſſage meets the breaſt or head 

! the poore wretch, and layes him there for 

dead. FR | 

many ſtriv'd, and gladly would have done 

much or more then he which firſt begun, 


N 
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But all in vaine, ſcarce one of twenty cou 
Performe the deede, which they full gy 
4 would. 
For this not quicke is to that act he goth, 
That wanteth ſkill, this cunning, and { 
both ; 


| ſome | 
Vet none a will, for (from the cave) ſhe ſees m. 
Not in all- lovely May th' induſtrious bees on thi 


More buſie with the flowres could be, th 
- theſe | 
Among the ſhell-ſiſn of the working ſeas, 
- Limos had all this while beene wanting thene 
And but juſt heav'n preſerv'd pure innocence 
By the two birds, her life to ayre had flit 
Ere the curſt caytife ſhould have forced it. 
The firſt night that he left her in his den 
He got to ſhore, and neare th' abodes of men 
That live as we by tending of their flockes 
To enterchange for Ceres? golden lockes, 
Or with the neatheard for his milke and crean 
Things we reſpect more then the Diademe 
His choiſe made-diſhes; O! the golden age 
Met all contentment in no ſurpluſage 
Of dainty viands, but (as we doe til!) 
-Pranke the pure water of the chriſtall ril, 
Fed on no other meates then thoſe they fed, 


Labour, the ſalad that their ſtomackes bred, 
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fought they for the downe of ſilver ſwans, 

thoſe ſow-thiſtle lockes each ſmall gale fans, 

bydes of beaſts which when they liv'd they 
kept, 

them for bed and cov'ring when they ſlept. 

iy ſofter lay, *twas (by the loſſe | 

ome rock's warmth) on  thicks and ſpungy 
moſſe, | 

on the ground : ſome 2 wall of clay 

ing their beds from where their cattle lay. 

don ſuch pallats one man clipped then 

re golden ſlumbers then this age agen. 

ttime phyſitians triv'd not: or if any, 

re fay, all: yet then were thrice as many 

tow profeſs't, and more; for every man 

5 bis one patient and phyſitian. 

ie had a body then ſo weake and thin, 

irout of Nature's ſtore, to feede the ſinne 

an inſatiate female, in whoſe wombe 

11 Nature all hers paſt, and all to come 

iſe, with vertue of all drugs beſide, 

might be tyr'd, but never ſatisſied. 

pleaſe which o:ke her huſband's weak' ned 
peece 

have his cullis mixt with amber-greece, 

ant and partridge into jelly turn'd, 

ted with gold, ſeven times refin'd and 
burn'd, 


With 
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With duſt of orient pearle, richer the eaſt 
Yet ne're beheld: (O epicurean feaft !) 
This is his breakfaſt ; and his meale at night 
Poſlets no leſſe provoking appetite, 
Whole deare ingredients valew'd are at more 
Then all his anceſtors were worth before, 
When ſuch as we by poore and ſimple fare 
More able liv'd and dyde not without heyre, 
Sprung from our one loynes, and a ſpotleſ bf 
Of any other powre unſeconded: 
When th' other's iſſue (like a man falne ſick, 
Or through the fever, gout, or lunatike, 


Changing his doctors oft, each as his notion 

Preſeribes a ſev'rall dyet, ſev'rall potion, ble 

Meeting his friend (who meet we now-a- da vil 
ny tl 


That hath not ſome receipt for each diſcaſe?) 
He tels him of a plaiſter, which he takes; 
And finding after that, his torment lakes, 
(Whether becauſe the humour is out rougbt, 
Or by the ſkill which his ꝓhyñtian brought, 
It. makes no matter :) for he ſurely thinkes 
None of their purges, nor their dyet drinkes 
Have made him ſound ; but his beliefe is tal 
That med'cine was his health which he too 
laſt: 
So (by a mother) being taught to call 
One for his Father, though a Sonne to all, 


colour 
vooll 
bes, 
bowel 
ar c 
fertile 
ghet 
ands 1 


yi 


A 
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nother's aſtan | Tcapes, n truely 


knowne) 

ot divert him; but will ever one 
is begetter, him, whoſe name and rents 
uſt inherit. Such are the deſcents 

eſe men; to make up whoſe limber heyra 
any as in him, muſt have a ſhare ; 

be that keeps the laſt yet leaſt adoe, 
the peoples childe, and gladly too. 
ppyer thoſe times were, when the flaxen 
clew | | 
ire Arachne's hand the Lydians knew, 
bought not to the worme for filken threds, 
pwle their bodies in, or drefle their heads. 
1 miſe Minerva did th' Athenians learne 

ray their milk-white fleeces into yarne ; 
knowing not the mixtures which began 
colours) from the Babilonian, 

voll in Sardis dyde, more various knowne 
ves, then Iris to the world hath ſhowne : 
bowels of our mother were not ript 
nader-pits, nor the ſweet meadowes ftript 
ar choiſe beauties, nor for Ceres' loade 
fertile lands burd'ned with needleſſe woade, 
uh the wide ſeas no winged pine did goe 
ads unknowne for ſtaining indico ; * 


Nor 
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Nor men in ſcorching clymates moar'd ü 
keele» 
To trafficke for the coſtly coucheneele, 
Unknowne was then the Phrygian brodery, 
The Tyrian purple, and the ſcarlet dye, 
Such as their ſnheepe clad, ſuch they wore 4 
wore, 
Nuſſet or white, or thoſe mixt, and no more 
Except ſometimes (to bravery inclinde) 
They dyde them yealow caps with alder rynd 
The Græcian mantle, Tuſcan robes of ſtate, 
Tiſſue nor cloth of gold of higheſt rate, 
They never ſaw ; onely in pleaſant woods, 
Or by th' embordered margin of the floods, 
The dainty nymphs they often did behold 
Clad. in their light filke robes, ſtitcht oft " 
gold. 
The arras hangings round their comely hal, 
Wanted the cerite's web and minerals: 
Greene boughes of trees with fat'ning acrot 


lade, 110 
Hung full with flowres and garlands quai 
made, ure 


Their homely cotes deck'd trim in bu degree 
As now the court with richeſt tapiſtry. 

Inſtead of cuſhions wrought in windowes lane 
They, pick'd the cockle from their fields 


| graine, 


Cloe 
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pe- bringing poppy (by the plow - men late 
without cauſe to Ceres? conſecrate) 
being round and full at his halfe birth 
jonifi'd the perfect orbe of earth; 
by his inequalities when blowne, 

earth's low vales and higher hils were 

ſhowne, | 
multitude of graines it held within, 
men and beaſts the number noted bin ; 
| he ſince taking care all earth to pleaſe, 
{in her“ Theſmophoria off*red theſe. 
cauſe that ſeede our elders us'd to eate, 
thhoney mixt (and was their after meate) 
ince her daughter that ſhe lov'd ſo well 
y him that in th' infernall ſhades doth dwell, 
| on the Stygian bankes for ever raignes | 
roubled with horrid cryes -and noyſe of 

chaines) 
t Proſerpina) was rapt away; 

I he in plaints, the night; in teares, the day 
long time ſpent; when no high power could 

give her 
ly redreſſe; the poppy did relieve her: 
Ver. II. H For 


OHhp and Iyjrſrpes were ſacrifices peculiar 

Ceres, the one for being a.law-giver, the other a3 
Kdeſſe of the grounds. 

7 See Claudian's Rape of Proferylne, 

| Vide Serrium in Virg. Georg. 1. 


Nl 


in 


* 
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Or rather ſince her love (then bappy mat) 


For eating of the ſeedes they ſleepe procur'l, 
And ſo beguil'd:thoſe griefes the long endul 


Micon (ycleep'd) the brave Athenian, 
Had beene transform'd into this gentle floyre 
And his protection kept from Flora's powre.) 
The daizy ſcattred on each meade and downe, 
A golden tuft within a filyer crowne * 
(Fayre fall that dainty flowre! and may there b 
No ſhepheard grac'd that doth not honour thee! 
The primroſe, when with ſixe leaves gotten gr 
Maids as a true-love in their boſomes place; 
The ſpotleſſe lilly, by whoſe pure leaves be 
Noted, the chaſte thoughts of virginitie; 
Carnations ſweet with colour like the fire, 
The fit Impreſa's for inflam'd deſire; 
The hare-bell for her ſtainlefſe azur'd hue, 
Claimes to be worne of none but thoſe are true 
The roſe, like ready youth, inticing ſtands, 
And would be cropt if it might chuſe the hands 
The yealow king-cup, Flora them aflign'd 
To be the badges of a jealous minde; 
The oringe-tawny marigold: the night 
Hides not her colour from a ſearching light. 
To thee then deareſt friend (my ſongs chieſe 
mate) 5 
This colour chiefely I appropriate, of 
5 Thx 
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at ſpite of all the miſts oblivion can 
envyous frettings of a guilty man, 
inſt thy worth; nay, m mak'it it more in priſe, 
te Tennis- bals thrown? downe hard, bet 
riſe, 
e columbine in tawny often taken, 
then aſcrib'd to ſuch as are forſaken ; 
brz's choiſe buttons of a rutſet dye 
Hope even in the depth of miſery. 
e panſie, thiſtle, all with prickles ſet, 
te cowſlip, honey ſuckle, violet, 
d many hundreds more that grac'd the meades, 
dens and groves (where beauteous Flora 
_ treads) 
ere by the ſhepheards daughters (as yet a are 
id in our cotes) brought home with ſpeciall 
care: 
r bruifing them -· they not alone would quell 
t rot the reſt, and fpoile their pleaſing ſmell. 
ach like a lad, who in his tender prime 
ent from his friends to learn the uſe of time, 
bare his mates, or good or bad, ſo he 
ſtrives to the world, and ſuch his a tions be. 
As in the rainbowe's many coloured hewe 
lere ſee we watchet deep'ned with a blewe, 
dere a darke tawny with a purple mixt, 
elo and flame, with ftreakes of greene be- 
twixt, | 


H 2 A bloudy 
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A bloudy ftreame into a bluſhing run 
And ends ſtill with the colour which begun, 
Drawing the deeper to a lighter ſtaine, 
Bringing the lighteſt to the deep'ſt againe, 
With ſuch rare art each mingleth with his fcllon, 
The blewe with watchet, greene and red yith 
yealow ; 
.Like to the changes which we daily ſee 
About the Dove's necke with varietie, 
Where none can ſay (though he it ſtrict attends) 
Here one begins; and there the other end; 
80 did the maidens with their various flowre 
Decke up their windowes, and make neat thei 
bowres : | 
Uſing ſuch cunning as they did diſpoſe 
The ruddy piny with the lighter roſe, 
The moncks-hood with the bugloſſe, and intyine 
The white, the blewe, the fleſh-like columbine 
With pinckes, ſweet-williams; that farre off the 
eye : 
Could not the manner of their mixtures ſpye. 
Then with thoſe flowres they moſt of all didpriſe 
(With all their ſkill and in moſt.curious wiſe 
On tufts of hearbs or ruihes) would they trame 
A daintie border round the ſhepheard's name. 
Or poeſies make, ſo quaint, ſo apt, ſo rare, 
As if the Mufes onely lived there.; 


Aud 
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d that the after world mould ſtrive in vaine 

ſhat they then did to counterfeit againe. 

or will the needle nor the loome e're be 

perfect in their beſt embroderie, 

or ſuch compoſures make of filke and gold, 

theirs, when Nature all her cunning told. 

The word of mine did no man then bewitch 

ey thought none could be fortunate if rich. 

Ind to the covetous. did wiſh no wrong. 

ut what himſelfe deſir d.: to live here long. 

As of their ſongs ſo of their lives they deem'd, 

ot of the long' ſt, but beſt perform'd, eſteem'd.. 

ſbey thought that heaven to him no life did. 

give, 

cho onely thought upon the meanes to live. 

or wiſhd they twere ordain'd to live here ever 

ut as life was ordain'd.they might perſever. 

O happy men! you ever did poſſeſſe 

No wiſedome, but was mixt with ſimpleneſſe; 

do wanting malice: and from folly free, 

ince reaſon went with your ſimplicitie, 

ou ſearch'd yourſelves if all within were faire, 

ad did not learne of others what you were. 

tour lives the patternes-of thoſe vertues gave 

Which adulation tels men now they have. 
With povertie, in love we onely cloſe 

becauſe our lovers it moſt. truely. ſhowes: 

FH. H 3 | When: 
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When they who in that bleſſed age did more, 
Knew neyther poverty nor want of love, 

The hatred which they bore was onely this, 
That every one did hate to doe amiſſe. 
Their fortune ſtill was ſubject to their will: 
Their want (O happy!) was the want of ill 

Ve trueſt, faireſt, lovelyeſt nymphs that c; 
Out of your eyes lend fire Promethian, 
All-beateous ladies, love-alluring dames, 
That on the banckes of Iſca, Humber, Thames 
By your incouragement can make a ſwaine 
Climbe by his ſongwhere none but ſoules attaine; 
And by the gracefull reading of our lines 
Renew our heate to further brave deſignes: 
(Lou, by whoſe meanes ** muſe thus boldl 

ſayes: 

Though ſhe doe ſing of ſhepheards loves and 
; layes,. 
And flagging weakly low gets not on wing 
To ſecond that of Hellen's raviſhing: 
Nor hath the love nor beauty of a Queene 
My ſubject grac'd, as other workes have beene; 
Yet not to doe their age nor ours a wrong, ; 
Though Queenes, nay Goddeſſes, fam'd Homer's 

ſong) | 

Mine hath been tun'dand heard bybeautic more 
Than all the poets that have liy'd before. 


Not 
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N cauſe it is more worth: but it doth falt 
ut Nature now is turn'd a prodigall, 

ul on this age fo much perfection ſpends, - 
hat to her laſt of rreafure it extends 

x all the ages that are ſlid away 

{il not ſo many beauties as this day. 

0 what a rapture have I gotten now! 

at age of gold, this of the lovely browe 
py me from my ſong! I onward run 


lare d 


the end to which I firſt begun.) 
it ye the heavenly creatures of the Weſt, 
whom the vertues and the graces reſt, 

don ' that I have run aſtray ſo long, 

Ind grow ſo tedious in fo rude a ſong, 

you yourſelves ſnould come to adde one grace 
no a pleaſant grove or ſuch like place, 

here here the curious cutting of a hedge, 
There, by a pond, the trimming of the ſedge; 
lere the fine ſetting of well ſhading trees, 

ie walkes there mounting up by ſmall degrees, 
ſte gravell and the greene ſo equall lye, | 
þ, with the reſt, drawes on your lingring eye: 
lere the ſweet ſmels that doe perfume the ayre, 
viing from the infinite repayre | 

If odoriterous buds, and hearbs of price 

[As if it were another paradice) 

V pleaſe the ſmelling ſetice, that you are faine 


W here laſt you walld to turne and walke againe- 
H 4 7 


* 
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There the ſmall birds with their harmony 
notes 41 7 
Sing to a ſpring that ſmileth as ſhe floates; 
For in her face a many dimples ſhow, 
And often ſkips as it did dancing goe.. ee m 
Here further dawne an over-arched alley 
That from a hill goes winding in a valley, 
Vou. ſpye at end thereof a ſlanding lake 
Where ſome ingenious artiſt ſtrives to make 
The water (brought in turning pipes of lex 
Through birds of earth moſt lively. taſhionel) 
To counterfeit and mocke the Silvans all 
In finging well their owne ſet madrigall, 
This with no ſmall delight retaynes your ear 
And makes you thinke none bleſt but who li 
there. 
Then in another = the fruits that be 
In gallant cluſters decking each good tree 
Invite, your hand to crop them from the ſtem, 


ume 
And liking one, taſte every ſort of them: * 

= 2 to the arbors walke, then to the bowre: ſte 
hence to the walkes againe, thence to ny 


flowres, # 'm 
Then to the birds, and to the cleare ſpring 
| thenee, 


Now pleaſing one, and then another ſence: 
Here one walkes oft, and yet anew begin ib, 
As if it were ſome hidden laborinth ;- 
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th to part, and ſo content to ſtay, 
t when the gardner knockes for you aways. 
s you ſo to leave the pleaſures in it, 
| en colin that you had never ſeene it: 
ne me not then, if while to you I told: 
 happines our fathers clipt of old, 
mere imagination of their bliſſe 
apt my thoughts, and made me ſing amiſſe. 
{till the more they ran on thoſe dayes worth, 
more unwilling was I to come forth. 
if the apprehenſion joy us ſo, 
at would the action in a humane ſhow !. 
were the ſhepheards. (to all goodneſſe bent) 
ut whoſe * Thorps that night curs'd Limes 
went, : | 
dere he had learn'dthat next day all the ſwaines.- 
ut any ſheepe fed on the fertill plaines, 
e feaſt of Pales Goddeſſe of their grounds 
{meane to celebrate. Fitly this ſounds | 
thought, to what he formerly intended. 
ſtealth ſhould by their abſencebe befriended: 
whilſt they in their off' rings buſied were, 
mongſt the flockes might range with leſſer 
feare. | 
dy to contrive his ſtealth he ſpent the night. 


The noms now iu colours richly dight 
: Stept i 


N * 


* villages. 
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Stept o're the Eaſterne threſhotds; and no h 


| eytl 
That joy'd to fee his paſtures frefhly clad, te fu 
But for the holy rites himfelfe addreſt LY 
With neceſſaries proper to that feaſt. oak 


The altars every where now ſmoaking be 
With beane-ſtalkes, ſavine, laurell, roſeman, 


f 

Their cakes of grummell-ſeed they did preſe i i 
And pailes of milke in ſacrifice to her. ch 
Then hvmne of praiſe they all devoutly ſung 1 
In thoſe Palika for increaſe of young. m' 
But ere the ceremonies were halfe paſt V ſp 
One of their boyes came down the hill in hatte t 
And told them Limos was among their hep: WM ©; 
Fhat he, his fellowes, nor their boy. | to 1 
| keepe ps tar 

The rav ner from their flockes; Feout ſtore wh (ch 
kild. th fe 
Whoſe blood he fuck'd, and "on his panch 108 nfo 
| fild. Im h 
O haſten then away! for 3 in an houre icin 
He will the chiefeſt of your fold devour. (Or 
With this moſt ran (leaving behinde ſomeh d thi 
To finiſh what was to fair Pales due): in 
And as they had aſcended up the hill the: 
Limos they met, with no meane pace and fi d ſenc 
Following a well-fed lambe : with many a boil, 0 


They then purſu'd him all the plaine about. hu! 


jeyther with fore-laying of His way, 
de full gorg'd ran not ſo ſwift as they, 
x he could recover downe the ſtrand 
nine but on him had a faſt ned hand. 


flocke 


him 
mid back to their feaſt. His eyes late dim 


reeth, 

{ ſtrives to catch at every thing he ſeeth: 
to no purpoſe: all the hope of food 

s tane away; his little fleſh, leffe bloud, 
ſuck d and tore at laſt, and that denyde, . 

th fearefull ſhrikes moſt miſerably dyde. 
nfortunate Marina thou art free 

m his jawes now, though not from miſery. 
thin the cave thou likely art to pine, 

O may never) faile a helpe divine, 
«though ſuch ayd thy wants doe ſtill ſupply,, 
in a prifon thou muſt ever lye: 

heay'f, that fed thee, will not long defer 
ſend the thither ſome deliverer : 


wu fitter wert to honour Thetis trayne. 
Who 
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tjoydinng then (the worſt wolfe to their 
in their potrres) they bound him to a rocke, 


th dae tags from the axed the and leaving 


r ſparkle forth in flames, de grindes his. 


\, then to ſpend thy ſighes there to the maine 


; 
| 
a 


— 


ww , A. 


To. 
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Who ſo far now with her harmonious crey 
Scour'd through the ſeas (O who yet everk 
So rare a conſort?) ſhe had left behinde 
The Kentiſh, Suſſex ſhores, the * Iſle aſi 
To brave Veſpaſian's conqueſt, and was cn 
Where the ſhrill trumpet and the ratling dry 
Made the waves tremble (ere befell this chan 
And to no. ſofter muſicke us'd to dapce. 
Haile thou my native ſoile ! thou bleſſed; 
Whoſe equall all the world affordeth not 
Shew me who can? ſo many chriſtall rils 
Such ſweet-cloath'd vallies, or aſpiring bil, 
 Such-wood-ground, paſtures, quarries, wealt 
mynes, 
Such rockes in whom the Mead fairely ſh i 
And if the earth can ſhew the like agen; 
Yet will the faile in. her ſea-ruling men, 
Time never can produce men to ore-take 
The fames of Greenvil, Davies, Gilbert, D 
Or worthy Hawkins or of thouſands more 
That by their powre made the Devonian ſhot 
Mocke the proud Tagus ; for whoſe richelt {p 
- The boaſting Spaniard left the Indian ſoyle 
Banckrupt of ſtore, knowing it would quit « 
By winning this though all the reſt were lol 


r * Vefta quam Veſpatanus a Claudio miſſus ſub 
| gavits Vide Bed, in Hiſt, Ecc, lib, 1 cap. 3+ 
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oft the Sea-nimphes on her ſtrand have ſer | 
| ing of. fiſhermen to knit a net, 

1 to wind up their diſhevel'd hayres, 

have beheld the frolicke marriners 

aerciſe (got earely from their beds) 
bars of filver, and caſt golden ſleds. 

Ex, a lovely nymph with Thetis met, 
inging came, and was all round beſet 

þ other watry powres, which by her ſong 
ud allur'd to floate with her along. 
ay ſne chanted ſhe had learn'd of yore, 
abt by a * ſkilfull ſwaine, who on her ſhore 
bis faire flocke: a worke-renown'd as farre 
is brave ſubject of the Trojan warre. 

hen ſhe had done, a prittie ſhepheard's boy 
t from the neare downes came lauen gh he 
ſmall joy 

ke in his tune full reede, ſince dire neglect 

t to the. breſt of her he did affect, | 
that an eyer-buſie watchfull eye 
Aa a barre to his felicitie) , _ | 


Being 


Joleph of Exeter writ a Poem of the Trojan 
according to Dares the Phrigian's ſtory, but 
tributed to Cornelius Nepos, as it is printed. 
led in the time of Hen. 2. and Rich. 1. See 
uſtrations of my moſt worthy friend Mr. Set | 
an Mr, Drayton's Poly-Olbion, pag. 58. 
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Being with great 1ntreaties of the ſwaines 
And by the faire Queene of the liquid plain 
Woo'd to his pipe, and bad to lay aſide 
All troubled thoughts, as others at that tyde 
And that he now ſome merry note ſhould ni 
To equall others which had ſung their laye 
He ſhooke his head, and knowing that his ton 
Could not belye his hart, thus ſadly ſung: 


As new-borne babes ſalute their ages m 
With eryes unto their wofull mother hurll 
My infant muſe that was but lately borne 
Began with watry eyes to woo the world, 

She knowes not how to ſpeake, and there 

dee 
Her woes exceſſe, 
And Mutes to move the heart that ſenil 


To beavineſſe; ; re 0 
Her eyes invayl'd with forrowes clouds d 81 
-  Searce fee the light, true 
Diſdaine hath-wrapt her in the ſhrowcs pon t 
| Of loathed night. 
How ſhould ſhe move then her pie id thi 
wing, 


Or leave my ſad complaints, and Pans ling 
Sixe Pleyad's live in light, in darkneſſe one 
Sing mirthtull lwaines; but let me figh alon 
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:is enough that I in fileace fit, 
4 bend my {kill to learn your layes aright ; 
or ſtrive with you in ready ſtraines of wit, 
or move my hearers with ſo true delight. 
ut if for heavy plaints and notes of woe 
Your eares are preſt; _- 
0 hepheard lives that can my pipe out- goe 
In ſuch unreft. 
| have not knowne ſo many yeares 
As chances wrong, 
Nor have they knowne more floods of teares 
From one ſo yong. 
ine would I tune to pleaſe as others doe, 
ert not for faining ſang and numbers too, 
den (ſince not fitting now are ſongs of mone) 
ng mirthfull ſwaines but let me ſigh alone. 


be nymphs that floate upon theſewatry p/aines 

re oft been drawne to liſten to my ſong, 

d Sirens left to tune diſſembling ſtraines 

true bewayling of my ſorrowes long. 

don the waves of late a filver ſwan 

By me did ride, 

id thrilled with my woes forthwith began 
To ſing and dyde, 

Yet where they ſhould they cannot move. 
O hapleſſe verſe ! 

That fitter, then to win a love, 

Art for a herſe. 
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Hence - forward filent be; and ye my carey 
Be knowne but to myſelfe ; or who deſpa 


-Since pittie now lyes turned to a ſtone; 
* mvechfull fwaines ; but let me ſighala 


The firing accent of his mournefull lay 

Bo pleas d the powrefull Lady of the Sea, 

That ſhe intreated him to ſing againe; 

And he obeying tun'd this ſecond ſtraine: 
BORNE to no other comfort then my tear 
Yet rob'd of them by griefes too inly deg 
I cannot rightly wayle my hapleſſe yeare, 


Nor move a paſſion that for me might wee l 
Nature alas too ſhort hath knit 0 
My tongue to reach my woe: (as 
Nor have I ſkill ſad notes to fit 15 f 
That might my ſorrow ſhow. 1 f 


And to increaſe my torments ceaſleſſe ſting 
There's no way left to ſhew my paines 
But by my pen in mournfull ſtraines, 
Which others may perhaps take joy to lin 


As (woo'd by Maye's delights) Thave been be 
To take the kind ayre of a wiſtfull morne 
Neere Tavie's voycefull ſtreame (to whom 101 

More ſtraines than from my pipe can ever fo 

Here have I heard a ſweet bird never lin 
To chide the river for his clam rous din L | 
R 4 e 
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ſeem'd another in his ſong to tell,” 

t what the fayre ſtreame did he liked well; 
going further heard another too 
nrying fill in what the others doe; 

latte thence, a fourth with little paine 

id all their leſſons and them ſung againe; 
wmberlefle the ſongſters are that ſing 


bit I no ſooner could the hearing loſe 

one of them, but ſtraight another roſe, 

d perching deftly-on a quaking ſpray 
e tyr d herſelf to make her hearer ſtay, . 
ilſt in a buſh two nightingales together 
en'd the beſt ſkill they had todraw me thither: 
as bright Thetis paſt our cleeves along) 

is ſhepheard's lay -purfu'd the other's ſong, 
d ſcarce one ended had his ſkiltull ſtripe, 
ſtreight another tooke him to his pipe. 
By that the younger ſwaine had fully done, 
* wich her brave company had wonne 


s 


» charme - | 

e dancing waves, paſſing the chriſtall ame 
meet Yalme and Plim; arriv'd where — 
pa yes | 

ler daily tribute to the weſterne has, 


 buſily their fares on every fide, 
Vor. II. )J. 


he ſweet groves of the too careleſſe ſpring, 


ie mouth of Dert, and whilſt the Tritons 


re ſent ſhe up her Dolphins, and they plyde ; 


4 
| 
7 
2 
1 
y 
4 
: 
: 


— 


— — 1 


More cheer'd to ſing then ſuch young lads had 
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They made à quicke returne and brought he 
| dawne 1 

A many Homagers to Thamar's crowne, 
Who in themſelves were of as great comman{ 
As any meaner rivers of the land. 

With every nymph the ſwaine of moſt accour 
That fed his white ſheepe by her clearer foun; 
And every one to. Thetis ſweetly ſung. 

Among the reſt a ſhepheard (though but you 

Yet hartned to his pipe) with all the kill 
His few yeeres could, began to fit his quill, 
By Tavie's ſpeedy ſtreame he fed his flocke, 
Where when he ſate to ſporte him on a rocke, 
The water-nymphs would often come unto hin, 
And for a dance with many gay gifts woo hin, 
Now pofies of this flowre, and then of that; 
Now with fine ſhels, then with a ruſhy hat, 
With corrall or red ſtones brought from the 

Aue | 
To make him bracelets, or to marke his ſheepe, 
WirrIE he hight. Who by the Ocean's Queene 


beene, 
Tooke his beſt-framed pipe and thus gan more 
His voyce of Walla, Tavy's faireſt love. 


Faire was the day, but fayrer was the maide 


Who that day's morne into the green-woods ſtraie 
weet 
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+ was the ayre, but ſweeter was her 

breathing, 

þ rare perfumes the roſes are bequeathing. 

jzht ſhone the Sun, but brighter were her eyes, 

4 are the lampes that guide the Deities ; 

y ſuch the fire is, whence the Pythian Knight, 

owes his beames, and lends his ſiſter light. 

t* Pelop's ſhoulder whiter then her hands, 

r ſnowy ſwans that jet on Iſca's ſands. 

Flora as if raviſh'd with their fight | 

emulation made all lillies white : 

as I oft have heard the wood-nimphs ſay, 

te dancing Fairies when they left to play 

en backe did pull them, and in holes of trees 

lle the ſweet honey from the painfull bees, 

kick in the flow re to put they oft were ſeene | 

nl for a banquet brought it to their Queene, 

ut ſhe that is the Goddeſſe of the flowres 

larited to their groves and ſhady bowres) ); 

bd their choiſe, They ſaid that all the 
field 

bother flawre did for chat purpoſe yeeld; 1 

Jt quoth a nimble Fay that by did ſtand: 

[you could give't the ef yond — | 

yg 2 (Wala 


Pelops * ne by unn Nr 


of i-ory. Ovid. Matam lid, vi. Piudar. Od, I. 
Ohhmp. Tibullus, lib. I. Eleg. 4. Ving. 
Georg. III. ä 


<<” 


h 
| 
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(Walla by chance was in a meadow by 
Learning to ſample Earth's embrodery) 
It were a gift would Flora well beftt, 
And our great Queene the more would honour! 
She gave conſent ; and by ſome other poyre 
Made Venus Doves be equalI'd by the flor 
But not her hand; for Nature this preferres 
All other whites but ſhadowings to hers, 
Her haire was roll'd in many a curious fret, 
Much like a rich and artfull coronct, 
Upon whoſe arches twenty Cupids lay, 
And were or tide, or loath to flye away. 
Upon her bright eyes Phoebus his inclinde, 
And by their radiance was the God ſtroke blind 
That cleane awry th' Eccliptick then he fig 
And from the'milky way his horſes whipt; 
Sö that the Eaſtern world to feare begun 
Some ſtranger drove the Chariot of the Sun, 
And never but that once did Heaven's brig! 
| eye | 
Beſtow one looke on the Cymmerii. 
A greene filke frock her comely ſhoulders cla 
And tooke delight that ſuch a ſeate it had, 
Which at her middle gath'red up in pleats, 
A love-knot girdle willing bondage threats. 
Not Venus Ceſton held a braver peece, 
A nee a girtt the adi flowre of Greect 
4 - 5 


_ , 
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ge from her waſte, her mantle looſe did fall 

ch; Zephyre (as afraid) ſtil plaid withall,, 

{then tuck'd up ſomewhat below the knee 

d ſearching cyes where:Cupids columnes be. 

-infide lynde with rich carnation. ſilke, 

in the midſt of both, .Lawne white as milke. 

ch white beneath the red did ſeeme to ſhroud, , 

(ynthia's beautie through. a bluſhing cloud, 

ut the edges curious to behold | 

kepe fringe hung of rich and twiſted gold, 

on the greene marge of. a chriſtall brooke - | 

ouſand yealow. flowres at fiſhes.looke ; 

{ſuch the beames, are of the glorious Sun, 

at through a tuft of graſſe diſperſed run. 

n her legs a payre of buſkins white, 

Wed with oryent pearle and.chryſolite, . 

dlike her mantle ſtitcht with gold and greene,, 

rer yet never wore the forreſts Queene) 

it cloſe. with ribands of a party hue, 

Inot of crimſon and a tuft of blew, 

Ir can the peacocke in his ſpotted trayne 

many. pleaſing colours ſhew againe; | 

could there be a mixture with more grace, 

tept the heav'nly roſes in her face. 

fler quiver at her backe ſhe. wore, 

th darts and arrowes for the ſtag and boare, 

tin her eyes ſhe. had ſuch darts agen, 

ald copquerGods, and wound the hearts of Men, 
* Her 


Y 
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Her left hand held a knotty Brafill boy, I 
Whole firength, with teares, the made the offi 
deer know. no fon 
80 elad, fo arm'd, fo Get en ug ber win ober 


Diana never trode on Latmus' hill. nette 
Walla, the faireſt nimph that haunts the wook 
Walla, belov'd of ſhepheards, faunes, and fo 
Walla, for whom the frolike Satyres pyne, 
Walla, with whoſe fine foot the flowrets twins 
Walla, of whom ſweet birds their ditties more 
Walla, the Earth's delight, and Tavy's love, 
This fayreſt nimph, when Tavy firſt prevail 
And won affection where the Silvans fail, 
Had promis'd (as a favour to his ſtreame) 
Each weeke to crowne it with an anadem: 
And now Hyperion from his glitt ring throne 
Seav'n times his quickning rays had brave 
ſhowne 
Unto the other world, fince Walla, laſt, 
Had on her Tavy' s head the garland plac'd; 
And this day (as of right) ſhe wends abroad 
To eaſe the meadowes of their willing loade. 
Flora, as if to welcome her thoſe houres 
Had been moſt laviſh of her choiſeſt flowres, 
Spreading move beauties to intice that morne 
Then ſhe had done in many dayes beforne. 
Looke as a maiden Fitting in the ſhace 


ol ſome cloſe arbour by the wood-bynde - 
1 1 


—— oc - 


—— — 
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h-drawne alone where undiſeride ſhe may 
ber moſt eurious needle give aſſay 

to ſome purſe (if ſo her fancy move), 

other token for her trueſt love, 

rietie of filke about her pap, 

in a box the takes upon her lap, 

joſe pleaſing colours wooing her quicke eye, 
y this ſhe thinkes the ground would beautiſie, 
] that, to flouriſh with, ſhe deemeth beſt ; 
hen ſpying others, ſhe is ſtraight poſſeſt 

boſe fitteſt are; yet from that choice doth fall, 
nd ſhe reſolves at laſt to uſe them all: 

o Walla, which to gather long time ſtood, 
ſhether thoſe of the field, or of the wood; 

Ir thoſe that *mong the ſprings and marſh lay; 


Hur'd her looke;. whoſe many coloured graces 
d in ber garland challenge no meane places: 
Ind therefore ſhe (not to be poore in plenty) 


one daintie, 

hich in a ſcarfe ſne put, and onwards ſet. 

lo finde a place to dreſſe her coronet, 

A little grove is ſeated on the marge 

If Tavy's ſtreame, not over thicke nor large, 
here every morng a quire of Silvans ſang, 


at By: 


Wit then the bloſſomes which inrich'd each ſpray. 


om meadowes, ſprings, woods, ſprays, culs ſome 


1 
0 
: 
3 
| 
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And leaves to chatt ring windes ſerv'd as a tongue, 


De 


2 1 
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By whom the water turns in-many a ring, 
As if. it fain would ſtay to heare them ling, oreon 
And on the top a thouſand young birds flye, 
To be inſtructed in their harmony. 

Neere to the end of this all-joyſome grove 


A dainty circled plot ſeem'd as it ſtrove fe 
To keepe all bryers and buſhes from invading, nder 
Her pleaſing compaſſe by their needleſſe ſhading Wi: Tas 
Since it was-not ſo large but that the ſtore d the 
Of trees around could ſhade. her breſt and mor, Mie 1 
In midſt thereof a little {ſwelling hill, n 
Gently diſburd'ned of a chriſtall rill O0 
Which from the greenſide of the flowry banch alu 
Eat downe nn here the woocknym pu fair 
dranke, nt 01 
And great Diana, — ſlaine the deere u W. 
Did often uſe to come and bathe her here. f 
Here talk'd they of their chaſe, and where next A g 
They meant to hunt; here did the 9 dat M 
play, ll ſh 
And many a gaudy nymph w was often forge hand 
Imbracing ſhepheards boyes upon this greene. 28 
From hence the ſpring haſts downe to Tavy'sbrin id ci 
And pays a tribute of his drops to him. nd le 
Here Walla reſts the riſing mount upon, we! 
That ſeem'd to ſwell more fince ſhe ſate thereon, 
And from her ſcarfe upon the graſſeſhookedowne d f 


The ime! ling flowres thathanld her river _ 
The 
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e ſcarfe (in ſhaking it) the bruſhed oft, 

ereon were flowres' ſo * and ey. 
wrought, * ng 3107 1 

it her owne cunning was her one deceit, 

inking thoſe true which were bur counter=. 
feite. 

Under an Alder on his ſandy muerte; 

x Tavy ſet to view his nimble charge, 

d there his love he long time had expected: 

bile many a roſe- cheekt 9 no 3 

neglected 

roo him to imbraces; which he ſeorw's, ; 

ralluing more the beauties which adorn'd : 

faireſt Walla, than all Nature's pride 

ut on the cheekes of all her ſexe beſide. 

r would they tempt him with their open: 

breſts, . 
ad ſweare their lips were Love's aſſured teſts: 
hat Walla ſure would give him the deniall 


' 


0 


ten comes another and her hand bereaves 

e ſoone- ſlipt Alder of two clammy leaves, 
a clapping them together, bids him ſee 

nd learne of love the hidden miſtery, 


pence, 


t ud dex a God-like-powre in abſtinence, 


ill ſhe. had knowne him true by ſuch a tryall. „ 


we Flood (quoth ſhe) that hold'ſ v us in ſuſ- 


LES. © — . 


Ta WOO. 
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Safe oh. 
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At this thy coldneſſe we do nothing wonder, 
Theſe leaves did ſo, when once they grew aſuni 
But fince the one did taſte the other's bliſe, 
And felt his partner's kinde, partake with bi 
de eee join; and had thi 
power 

To ſpeake their now content, as we can our, 
They would on Nature, lay a hay nous erime 
For keeping cloſe ſuch ſweets untill this time, 
Is there to ſuch men ought of merit due, 

That doe abſtaine from what they never knerMiſmit | 


No: then aſwelbwe may account him wiſe et ſhal 
For ſpeaking nought, who wants thoſe tacultiegy that 
Taſte thou our ſweets ; come here and freely i pro 
Divineſt Nectar from my melting lip; ell m 
_ Gaze on mine eyes, whole lite-infuſing bean the 


Have power to melt the icy northern ſtreames 
And ſo inflame the Gods of thoſe bound ſeus 
They would unchaine their virgin paſlages, 
And teach our marriners, from day to day, 
To bring us jewels by. a neerer way. 
Twyne thy long fingers in my ſhining haire, 
And thinke it no diſgrace to hide them there; 
For Fcould tell thee how. the Paphian Queene 
Met me one day upon yond pleaſant greene, 
And did intreat a flip (though I was coy) 
7 Wherewith to fetter her laſcivious boy. 


Play 
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vith my teates that ſwell to have impreſhon; © 
lif thou pleaſe from thence to mae di greſſion, 
ſe thou that milky way where great Apollo. 
| higher powers than he would gladly. follow. 
hen to the full of theſe thou ſhalt attaine, 

were ſome maſtry for thee to. refraine ; 

ince thou know'ſt not what ſuch pleaſures be 
e world will not commend but laugh at thee. 
t thou wilt fay, thy Walla yeelds ſuch ſtore 
joyes, that no one love can raiſe thee more; 
nit it fo, as who but thinks it ſtrange ? 

tt halt thou finde a pleaſure more in changes. 
that thou lik'ſt not, gentle Flood, but hears: 
0 prove that ſtate the beſt I never feare. 

l me wherein the ſtate and glory is 

f thee, of Avon, or brave Thameſis? 

| your owne ſprings ? or by the flowing head} 
If ſome ſuch river onely ſeconded ?- 

ris it through the multitude that doe 

end downe their waters to attend on you ?- 

our mixture with leſſe * — to your 
fames, 

— as they i in you-doe looſe their names; 
d comming to the Ocean, thou doſt ſee, 

lt takes in other floods as well as thee; 

| vere no ſport to us that hunting love 


| we were ſtill confinde to one large grove. 
'The- 


- % 
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The water which in one poole hath abiding 

Is not ſo ſweet as rillets ever gliding. 

Nor would kur brackiſh waves in whom yo 
a meet 4 p f: 11201 £137 

Shad that fate it doth; but be leſſe ſweet, 


And with contagious ſteames all mortals ſmother Wi. 4 
But that it moves from this ſhore to the other, il* © 00 
There's no one ſeaſon ſuch delight can bring, 

0 paſſe 


As Summer, Autumne, Winter, and the Spring, 
Nor the beſt flowre that doth on earth appear: 
Could by itſelfe content us all the yeare. 
The Salmons, and ſome more as well as they, 
Now love the freſhet, and then love the ſea. 
The flitting fowles not in one coaſt doe tar, 
But with the yeare their habitation vary. 
What muficke is there in aſhepheard's quill 
(Plaid on by him that hath the greateſt ikill) 
If but a ſtop or two thereon we ſpy * ww 90 w 
Muſicke is beſt in her varietie. Upo 
So is diſcourſe, ſo joyes; and why not then Wh 
As well the lives and loves of Gods as men! The 
More ſhe had ſpoke, but that the gallantFlood WW Th 
Replyde : ye wanton rangers of the wood 


Leave your allurements; hye ye to your chaſe; I 
See where Diana with a nimble pace W 
Followes a ſtrucke deere: if you longer ſtay 


Her trowne will bend to me another day. 


Harke 
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ke how ſte w ynds her horne; ſne ſome doth call 

aps for you, to make in to the fall. 

With this they left him. Now he wonders much 

by at this time his Walla's ſtay was ſuch, 

xd could have wiſh'd the nymphs backe, but 
for fears” 4 

; love might come and chance to finde an 
there. 

o paſſe the time at laſt he thus began 

ino a pipe joyn d by the art of Pan) 

o prayſe his love; his haſty waves among 

he frothed rockes, bearing the under-ſong. 


As * 1 doe expecting dand 


(After long time and merry gales of wynde) 
Upon the place where they, brave ſhip _ 


land: | | 
do waite'I for the veſſell of my minde. 


Upon a great adventure is it bound, 

Whoſe fafe returne will vallu'd be at more 
Then all the wealthy prizes which have crown'd 
The golden wiſhes.of an age before. | 

Out of the Eaſt jewels of worth ſhe brings, 
Th' unvalu'd diamond of her ſparkling eye 
Wants in the treaſures of all Europe's kings, 
And were it mine they nor their crownes ſhould 


buy 
4 The 
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The Saphires ringed on her panting bre, 
Run as tich-yeynes of ore about the mold, 

And are in fieknefe with a pale poſſeſt, 
So true; for them I 3 gold, 


The melting rubyes on ber cherry lip 
Are of ſuch powre to hold; that as one - 
"Cupid flew thirſtie by, he ſtoop'd to ſip 
And faſt'ned there.could never get away, 


The ſweets of Candy are no ſweets to me 

When hers I taſle; nor the perfumes of pri 
Rob'd from the happy ſhrubs of Aruby, 

As her ſweet oath, ſo dane to intice. 


O haſten ho! and if chou be not gone 

'Unto that wiſhed trafficke through the may: 

My powrefull ſighes ſhall quickly drive thee 

And then begin to draw thee backe apaine, 
It in the meane rude waves have it oppte 
It ſhall ſuffice I venter'd at the beſt. 


Scarce had he given a petiod to his lay 
When from a wood (wherein the Eye of day 
Had long a ſtranger beene, and Pheebe's light 
Vainely contended with the ſhades of night.) 
One of thoſe wanton nymphes that woo'd him 
Came einer. big, O chou moſt ingrate 
| Reſpecilel 
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xdleſſe Flood! canſt thou here idly fit, 
looſe defires to looſer numbers fit? 
ig the ayre to court thy careleſſe brooke, 
" * . Walla's cryes the hils have 
ſhooke 
han amazed terror; ; heare!. 0 heare.! 
undred Ecchos ſhriking every where ! 
how the frightfull heards run from the 
wood; 
ku alas, as ſhe to crowne her Flood 
ded the compoſure of ſweet flowres, 
p by a luſt-fir'd Satyre mong our bowres 
-neere furpriz'd, but that ſhe him diſcryde 
vre his rude imbracement could betyde. 
but her feet no helpe, unleſſe her cryes 
teedfull ayd draw from the Deities. 
It needleſſe was to bid the Flood purſue, 
ger gave wings; wayes that he never knew 
ll now, he treads ; through dels and hidden | 
brakes 
6 through the meadowes, each where over» 
takes | | 

mes ſwiftly gliding, and them brings along 
lurther juſt revenge for ſo great wrong, 
v current till that day was never knowne; 
tas a meade in July, which unmowne 
ares in an equall height each bent and ſtem, 
elle ſome gentle gale doe play with them. 

| 1 
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Now runs it with ſuch fury and ſuch rage 
That mighty rockes oppoſing vaſſalage 
Are from the firm earth rent and overborne 
In fords were pibbles lay ſecure beforne. 
Loud cataracts, and fearefull roarings now 
Affright the paſſenger; upon his brow 
Continuall bubbles like compelled drops, 
And where (as now and then) he makes | 
ſtops 
In little pooles, drowning bis voyce too hie, 
Tis where he thinkes he heares his Walla cr 
Yet vaine was all his, baſte, bending a way 
Too much declining to the Southerne Sea, 
Since ſhe had turned thence, and now begun 
To crofle the brave path of the glorious Sun 
There. lyes a vale extended to the North 
Of Tavy's ſtreame, which (prodigal) ſen 
forth 
In Autumne more rare fruits than have bee 


ſpent 


In any greater plot of fruitfull Kent. 
Two high brow'd rockes on eyther fide begin 
As with an arch to cloſe the vally in, 
| Upon their rugged fronts ſhort writhen oake: 
| VUntouch'd of any fellers banefull ſtroakes, 
The ivy, twiſting round their barkes, hath fe 
Paſt time wylde goates which no man followe 
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in the valley ſome ſmall heards of deere, 

head and footmanſhip withouten peere 

| undifturb'd. The ſwaines that thereby 
thriv'd, 

the tradition from their fires deriv'd, 

4 it ſweet Ina's Coombe: but whether ſhe 

e of the earth or greater progeny 

le by her deedes; once this is truely knowne 

many a time hath on a bugle blowne, 

| through the dale purſu'd the jolly chaſe, 

he had bid the winged windes a baſe, 

Pale and diſtracted hither Walla runs, 

doſely follow'd as ſhe hardly ſhuns ; 

mantle off, her hayre now too unkinde 

nolt betray d her with the wanton winde. 

athlefſe and faint ſhe now ſome drops diſ- 
cloſes, ? | 

na limbeck the kinde ſweate of * 

b hang upon her breſt and on her cheekes ; 

ike the pearles which the tand ONE * 
ſeekes. 

datyre (ſpur'd with uſt) ſtill getteth W 

longs to ſee his damn'd intention crown'd. 

when a greyhound (of the righteſt ſtraine) 

t ſip to ſome poore hare upon the plaine ; 

for his prey ſtrives; other for her life, 


one of theſe or none muſt end the ch 
Lor. II. K. No 
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Now ſeemes the dog by ſpeede and good 
bearing 
Jo have her ſure; the other ever fearing, 
Maketh a ſodaine turne, and doth deterre 
The hound a while from ſo near reaching he 
Yet being fetcht againe and almoſt tane 
Doubting (ſince touch'd of him) ſhe ſcape; h 
Lache 5 | 
So of theſe two the minded races were, 
For Hope the one made ſwift, the other Fe 
O if there be a powre (quoth Walla then 
Keeping her earneſt courſe) o'reſwaying men 
And their defires O let it now be ſhowne 
Upon this Satyre halfe-part earthly knowne, 
What I have hitherto with ſo much care 


be fo 
lot to 


Kept undefiled, ſpotleſſe, white and faire, pur 
What in all ſpeech of lobe I ſtill reſerv'd, the O 
And from its hazard ever gladly ſwerv'd ; en oth 

O be it now untouch'd]! and may no force WW n:ke 
Ter hapy jewell from my ſelfe devorce! the el 
I that have ever held all women be wy a f 

Void of all worth if wanting chaſtitie; one 0 
And who ſo any lets that beſt flowre pul!, imm: 
She might be faire, but never beautifull: kt not 
O let me not forgoe it! ſtrike me dead ! it vi 
Let on theſe rockes my limbes be ſcaitered * I Thus e 

a Bur ether 


e111 BaitAnNiA's PAsTORALS,) 131 


je me to aſhes with ſome powrefull flame, 

in mine one duſt bury mine owne name, 

her then let me live and be defil'de. 

taſteſt Diana! in the deſarts wilde 

e ſo long thy trueſt handmaid beene? | | 

n the rough rocke ground thine arrowes 

keene, | | my 

e (to make thee crownes) beene gath'ring 

ſtill 7 

. eheekt Eteſia's yealow cammomill ? * 

{itting by thee on our flowry beds 

t thy torne Buck-ſtals with well-twiſted 
threds, | 

de forſaken ? O now preſent be 

ut to ſave, yet helpe to ruine me 

pure virginitie have heretofore 

the Olympicke powres beene honour'd more 

en other ſtates; aud Gods have beene diſpos'd 

make them knowne to us, and ſtill diſclos'd 

the chaſte hearing of ſuch nymphes as we 

y a ſecret and deepe miſterie ; 

tne can lead, without celeſtiall ayde, 

[immaculate and pure life of a maide, 

kt not then the powres all- good divine 

it vile luſt to ſoile this breſt of mine! | 

Thus eryde ſhe as ſne ran: and looking backe, 


ther her hot purſuer did ought ſlacke 
K 2 


F 


His 


2 "=i*® _ I. 
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His former ſpeede; ſhe ſpies him not at all 
And ſomewhat thereby cheer'd gan to recall 
Her nye fled hopes: yet fearing he might h. 
Neere ſome eroſſe path to worke his willanie, 
And being weary, knowing it was vaine, 
To hope for ſafety by her feet againe, 
She ſought about where ſhe herſelf might hid 
A hollow vaulted rocke at laſt the ſpide, 
About whoſe ſides ſo many buſhes were, 
She thought ſecurely ſhe might reſt her ther: 
Farre under it a cave, whoſe entrance ſtreigh 
Clos'd with a ſtone-wrought doore of no en 
weight ; t 
Yet from itſelfe the gemels beaten ſo 
That little ſtrength could thruſt it to and fr 
Thither ſhe came, and being gotten in 
Barr'd faſt the darke cave with an iron pin. 
The Satyre follow'd, for his cauſe/ of ſtay 
Was not a minde to leave her, but the way I may 
Sharpe ſton'd and thorny, where he paſs'd Þnitt : 
late, | | 
Had cut his cloven'foot, and naw his gate 
Was not ſo ſpeedy, yet by chance he ſees, 
Through ſome ſmall glade that ran betweene 
trees, 
Where Walla went. And with a ſlower pace 


Fir'd with hot blood, at laſt attain'd the place 
| Wbt 


— 
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hen like a fearefull hare within her forme, 
ring the hounds come like a an 
ſtorme, 

full cry on the walke where laſt ſhe * 

ubts to ſtay there, yet dreads to goe abroad: 

Walla far'd, But fince he was come nye 

by an able ſtrength and induſtry | 

ght to breake in; with teares anew ſhe feli 

urge the powres that on Olympus dwell, 

d then to Ina call'd: O if the roomes, 

e walkes and arbours in theſe fruitfull 
* coombes 

ie famous beene through all the Weſterne 
plaines, 

being guiltleſſe of the laſting ſtaines 

rd on by luſt and murther: keepe them free! 

me me to ſtone, or to a barked tree, 

to a bird, or flowre, or ought forlorne ; 

| may dye as pure as I was borne, 

Swift are the prayers and of ſpeedy haſte, 

That take their wings from hearts ſo pure and 
chaſte. e 

And what we aſke of Heaven it ſtill appeares 

More plaine to it in mirrours of our teares.“ 

prov'din Walla, When the Satyre rude 

d broke the dore in two, and gan intrude 

1 With 


© vallies. 


ud 


234 BritTANNIA's PagToOR ALS. Books 


With ſteps prophane into that ſacred cell, 
Where oft (as I have heard our ſhepheards 
Fayre Ina uſde to reſt from Phœbus ray: 
She, or ſome other, having heard her pray, 
Into a fountairie turn'd her; and now riſe 
Such ſtreames out of the cave, that they ſuryri 
The Satyre with ſuch force and ſo great din, 
That quenching his life's flame as well as finns 
They rouPd him through the dale with might 
rore, , 
And made him flye that did purſue before. 
Not farre beneath i*th valley as ſhe trends 
Her filver ſtreame, ſome wood -nymphes 2 he 
friends, | 
That follow'd to her ayde, beholding how 
A brooke came gliding where they ſaw but no 
Some heards were feeding ; wondred whence { 
came, ute te 
Uatill a nymph, that did attend the game nkes 
In that ſweet valley, all the proceſſe told, Mhthr, 
Which from a thick-leav'd tree ſhe did behold With i 
See, quoth the nymph, where the rude oatye nv 


lyes | * arm 
Caſt on the graſſe; as if ſhe did deſpiſe anke 
To have her pure waves ſoyl'd (with ſuch as he ¶ once 
Retayning ſtill the love of puritie. tas 01 


To Tavy's chriſtall ſtreame her waters goe 
As if ſome ſecret power ordayned ſo; 


A 
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4 25.4 maide ſhe lov'd him, ſo a brooke: 

his imbracements onely her betooke, . 
cre growing on with him, attain'd the tate 
ich none but Hymen's bonds can imitate. 

0n Walla's brooke her fiſters now bewayle, 
whom the rockes ſpend teares when others 


4 


oke 


„ 


fayle, 
Hall the woods ring with their piteous mones: 
ich Tavy hearing, as he chid the ſtones, 
ſlopt his ſpeedy courſe, raiſing his head 
quir'd the cauſe, and thus was anſwered; - 
la is now no more. Nor from the hill 

il he more plucke for thee the datfadill, 

r make ſweet anadems to gird thy brow : : 

tia the grove ſhe runs; a river now. 

Locke as the feeling * * Plant which (learned 
ſwaines 

late to grow on the Eaſt Indian plaines) 

kes up his dainty lcaves, if any ſand 
uthrow thereon, or touch it with your hand: 
nith the chance the heavy wood-nymphs told, 
e river (inly touch'd) began to fold 

armes acroſſe, and (while the torrent raves) 
unke his grave head beneath his filver waves. 
vince when he never on his bankes appeares 
tas one franticke: when the clouds ſpend teares, 
K 4. He - 


# -Sentida.-.. 
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He thinkes they of his woes compaſſion take, 
(And not a ſpring but weepes for Walla's ſai, 
And then he often (to bemone her lacke) 
Like to a mourner goes, his waters blacke, 
And every brooke attending in his way, 
For that time meetes him in the like aray, 
Here Willie that time ceas'd ; and I a while 
For yonder's Roget comming o're the ſtile, 
*Tis two dayes fince I ſaw him (and you wond 
Yowle ſay, that we have beene ſo long aſunde 
I thinke the lovely heardeſſe of the dell 
That to an oaten quill can fing fo well, 
Is ſhe that's with him: I muſt needes goe m: 
them, 
And if ſome other of you riſe to greet them, 
Twere not amiſſe; the day is now ſo long 
That I ere night may end another ſong. 


BRITA! 


C11 ANN" AY 
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"THE ARGUMENT. 


De Corniſh Swaines and Brittiſh Bard, 
Thetis hath with attention heard. 

And after meetes an aged man 

That tels the hapleſſe love of Pan : 

And why the flockes doe live ſo free 
From Wolves 4vithin rich Britanny. 


OOKE as a lover with a lingring kiſſe 

out to part with the beſt halfe that's his, 

ne would he ſtay but that he feares to doe it, 

ud curſeth time for ſo faſt haſtning to it; 

on takes his leave, and yet begins anew 

0 make leſſe vowes then are eſteemed true, 

ten ſayes he muſt be gone, and then doth finde 

mething he ſhould have ſpoke that's out of 
minde, 

whilſt he ſtands to looke for't in her eyes, 


ſbeir ſad· ſweet glance ſo tye his faculties, 5 
N To 
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To thinke from what he parts, that he is nos cho 
As farre from leaving her, or knowing hoy, place ſ 
As when he came; begins his former ſtraud gh I 
To kiſſe, to vow, and take his leave againe, N follov 
Then turnes, comes backe, ſighes, parts, and chen 
doth goe, ymf 

Apt to retyre and loath to leave her ſo; ; urrid 
Brave ſtreame, ſo part I from thy flowry band all t 
Where firſt I breath'd, and (though uno eir 
dranke 
Thoſe ſacred waters which the Muſes bring 
To woo Britannia to their ceaſleſſe ſpring, 
Now would Ton, but that the chriſtall * We 
The fertill meadowes, and their pleaſing ſmel 
The woods delightfull, and the ſeatt'red gro 
(Where many nymphes walke with their chal 
| loves) 
| Soone make me ſtay: and think that Ordg 

+ ſonne 

(Admoniſh'd by a heavenly vilon) 
Not without cauſe did that apt fabricke reare, 
(Wherein we nothing now but eccho's heare, 


That wont with heavenly Anthemes daily ring 
Aud dueſt praiſes to the greateſt King) | 


„vide de amenitate loci Malmeſb. 2 lib. 
geſt. Pontif. fol. 146. 
ft Ordulphus, He founded, at Tavyſtocke | 
Dxvon, St. Mary, and St. Burion, A. D. 961. 
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is choiſe plot. Since he could light upon 
ace ſo fit for contemplation, .. _ 
ugh TI awhile. muſt leave this happy ſoyle, 
follow Thetis in a pleaſing toyle; 
when I hall returne, le ſtrive to draw 
uymphs by Thamar, Ta vy, Ex, and Tau, 
urridge, Otter, Ock, by Dert and Plym, 
þ all the Nayades that fiſh and ſwim 
deir cleare ſtreames, to theſe our riling - 
downes, _ 
: while they make us chaplets, wreaths,., 
and crownes, . 
tune my reede unto a higher key, 
x) have already cond. ſome of the lay.) 
in (as Mantua by her Virgil's birth, 
Thames by“ him that ſung her + nuptiall 
mirth) 
may be knowne (though not in equall : 
pride) 

frre as Tiber throwes his ſwelling tide. 
dy a ſhepheard (feeding on your plaines) 
e lowly, plaine, and ruder ſtraines, 
re your worths challenge other floods among, 
tare a period equall with their ſong. 
here Plym and Thamar with imbraces meet, 
etls weighes ancor now, and all her fleet; 
| Leaving 


' Spenſer, + Fairie Queene, b. Iv. ch. 11. 


246 Barranura's Pasroxats. BV. 
Leaving that ſpacious * Sound, within W * 
I have thoſe veſſels ſeene, whoſe hote alarme 
Have made Iberia tremble, and her towre 
' Proſtrate themſelves before our iron ſho 
While their proud builders hearts have be 
inclynde | 
To ſhake (as our brave enſignes) with the wyn 
For as an eye je from their ſeeges wood, 
Led o're the playnes and taught to get ch 
| food : 
By ſeeing how their breeder takes his prey 
Now from an orchard doe they ſcare the [er 
Then ore the corne-fields as they ſwitily fiye 
Where many thouſand hurtfull ſparrowes lye 
Beating the ripe graine from the bearded ca 
At their approach, all (overgone with fate) 
Seeke for their ſafety; ſome into the dyke, 
Some in the hedges drop, and others like 
The thicke-growne corne; as for their hidi 
beſt, 
And under turfes or graſſe moſt of the reſt; 
That of a flight which cover'd all the graine, 
Not one appeares, but all or hid or ſlaine: 
So by Heroes were we led of yore, 


And by ourdrummes that thundredon each hor! 
Stro! 


© Plymmouth. 
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IV. 

e with amazement, countries farre and 
necre 3 

| their inhabitants like heards of deere, 

lingly lyons chas'd, fled from our armes. 

did oppoſe, inſtructed ſwarmes 

men el Fate drew them on to be 

r fame to our got victory. 

ut now our leaders want, thoſe veſſels lye 

„ like houſes through ill huſbandry, 

on | their maſts, where oft the ſhip-boy 
ſtood, 

rer trumpets charm'd the brackiſh flood, 

crow it ſet; and daily ſeene 

i ſides, inſtead of. pitch, calk'd ore with 
greene 3 

hp (alas) have you that once were knowae 

raping what was by Iberia ſowne, 

inging yealow ſheaves from out theirplaine, 

ting our barnes the ſtore - houſe for their 

graine : 

en now as if we wanted land to till, 

crewith we might our uſeleſſe ſouldiers fill: 

vn the hatches where halte-pikes were borne 

rrery Chincke riſe ſtems of bearded corne : 

king our idle times that ſo have wrought us, 

putting us in minde what once they brought us, 

lere with me, ſhepheards, if I doe digreſſe, 

u ſpeake of what ourſelves doe not profeſſe: 


ul 


«IV. 


| he as 
h ſom 
puld h 
hat Ol 
fearir 
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Can I behold a man that in the field, 
Or at a breach hath taken on his ſhield 
More darts than ever * Romane; that hath ſpe 
Many a cold December, in no tent 
But ſuch as Earth and Heaven make; that ha 


beene | 1lhng 

Except in Iron Plates not long time ſeene; this 
Upon whoſe body may be plainely told any þ 
More. wounds then his lanke purſe doth ang leatt | 
deeds hold jough 
O! can I ſee this man Glrenting all) et as 
Be onely grac'd with ſome poore hofpirall, cd b 
Or may be worſe, intreating at his doore gd 
For ſome reliefe whom he ſecur d before, en ch. 
And yet not ſhew my griefe? Firſt may I leu ¶ daat v 
To ſee and yet forget how to diſcerne; kes n 
My hands neglectfull be at any need now 
Or to defend my body or to feed, pleaſe 
Ere I reſpect thoſe times that rather give hin {Wit fro: 
Hundreds to puniſh, then one to relieve hin apr 
As in an evening when the gentle ayre ich o 

. Breathes to the ſullen night a ſoft repayre, {Wes 
I oft have ſet on Thames ſweet bancke to hel he: 
My friend with his {weet touch to Freun mia to 
eare, a it no 
When he hath plaid (as well he can) ſome ſtraine thirſt 
That likes me, ſtreight I aſke the ſame againe t poo 


At 


. M. Sceva. 
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| he as gladly granting, ſtrikes it ore 
h ſome. ſweet:reliſh was forgot before: 
114 have beene content if he would play, 
hat one ſtraine to pale the night away; 
fearing much to do his patience wrong, 
ilingly have aſk'd ſome other ſong : 
this diffring key though I could well 
any houres but as few minutes tell, 
eaſt mine owne delight might injure you 
jough loath ſo ſoone) I take my fong anew. 
et as when T'with other ſwaines have beene 
ted by the 'maidens of our greene 
vend to yonder wood, in time of yeare 
en cherry-trees inticing burdens beare, 
bat with wreathed legs doth upwards goe, 
kes not alone for thoſe which ſtund below; 
now and then is ſeene to pieke a fei 
pleaſe himſelfe as well as all his crew FW: 
if from where he is doe eſpie 
e apricoek upon a bough thereby, 
ch overhangs the tree on which he ſtands, 
bes up and ſtrives to take it with his 
| hands : 
if to pleaſe myſelf I ſomewhat fing, 
it not be ta you leſs pleaſuring ; 
thirſt of glory tempts me: for my ſtraines] 
it poore ſhepheards on the lowly plaines ; 
The 


c 
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The hope of riches cannot dra from me 
One line that tends to ſervile flatterie, 
Nor ſhall the moſt in titles on the earth 
Blemiſh my muſe with an adulterate birth, 
Nor make me lay pure colours on a ground 
Where nought ſubſtantiall can be ever found 
No; ſuch as ſooth a baſe-and/dunghill ſpir 
With attributes fit for the moſt of merit 
Cloud their free muſe ; as when the Sun d 
ſhine z 01 
On ſtraw and durt mixt by the ſweating Hf 
It nothing gets from heaps ſo much impure 
But noyſome ſteames that doe his light obſc 
My free-borne muſe will not, like Danae, 
Wonne with baſe droſſe to clip with {lavery; 
Nor lend her choiſer halme to worthleſſe me 
Whoſe names would die but for ſome hired pe 
No: if I praiſe, vertue ſhall draw me to it, 
And not a bale procurement make me doe it 


ray li 
re in 
(tim 
kee 


What now I ſing is but to paſſe away ſt 
A tedious houre, as ſome muſitians play; Melde 
Or make another my owne griefes bemone; WF '< 
Or to be leaſt alone when moſt alone. 12 
In this can I, as oft as I will chuſe, ll (a 
Hug ſweet content by my retyred muſe, hole 
And in a ſtudy finde as much to pleaſe Jo 
mo 


As others in the greateſt pallaces, 
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h man that lives (according to his powre)_. 

what he loves beſtowes an idle howre; ._ L 

ad of hounds that make the wooded hils 

Ike in a hundred voyces to the rils, | 

ke the pleaſing cadence of a line 

ke by the concert of the ſacred Nine. 

leu of Hawkes, the raptures « of my ſoule 

wſcend their pitch and baſer earths con · : | 
troule. : 

running horſes, contemplation flyes 

th quickeſt ſpeed to winne the greateſt prize. 

courtly dancing I can take more pleaſure 

beare a verſe keepe time and equall meaſ ure. 

vinning riches, ſecke the beſt directions 

may well ſubdue mine ow ne afſections. | 

yling ſtately pyles for heyres to come, | 

rein this poem I erect my toombe. 

Itime may be ſo kinde, in theſe weake lines * 

 keepe my name .cafoll's, palt his, that 
ſhines 

Wcwilded marble, or in 1 brazen leaves: | 

ke verſe preſerves when ſtone and bra ſſe de- 
ceives. 

if (as worthleſſe) Time jy lets i it live 

thoſe full days which others muſes « give, 

Ian ſure I ſhall be heard and fung 

molt ſevereſt eld, and kinder voung 


Vor. II „„ r. J Beyond 
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Beyond my dayes, and maugre Envye's ſtrife 
Adde to my name ſome houres beyond my life 
Such of the Muſes are the able powres, 
And, fince with them I ſpent my vacant houre, 
I find nor bay ke, nor hound, nor other thing, 
Turnyes nor revels, pleaſures for a King, 
Yeeld more delight; for I have oft poſſeſt 
As much in this as all in all the reſt, 

And that without expence, when others oft 
With their undoings have their pleaſures bougł. 
On now my loved muſe, and let us bring 

Thetis to heare the“ Corniſh Michael ſing; 

And after-him to ſee a + ſwaine unfold 

The rragedis of Drake in leaves of gold. 

Then heare another Greenvil's name relate, 

Which times ſucceeding ſhall perpetuate, 

And make thoſe two the pillers great of Fame, 

Beyond whaſe worths ſhall never ſound a name, 

Nor Honour in her everlaſting ſtory 

More deeper grave for all enſuing glory. 
Noir Thetis ſtayes to heare the ſhepheards 

tell 
Where Arthur met his death, and Mordred fell. 
Of holy Urſula (that fam'd her age) 


With other ' virgins in her pilgrimage. 
| And 


A See Camden's Remains, p. 7, and 435+ 
+ Charles Fitz-Geoffry, 
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lud as ſhe forwards ſteeres is ſhowne the-rocke 

zine-Amber, to be ſhooke with weakeſt ſhocke, 

 equall is 1t poyꝝ d; but to remove 

| ſtrength would faile, and but an infant's 

bus while to pleaſe her ſome new ſongs deviſe, 

4 others diamonds (ſhaped angle-wiſe; 

xd ſmooth'd by Nature, as ſhe did impart 

ome willing time to trim herſelfe by Art) 

ought to preſent her and her happy crew : 

e of the Gulfe and Syllies tooke a view; 

uud doubling then the point, made on away 

o rds goodly Severne and the Iriſh Sea, 

here meets a ſhepheard that began ſing o're 

ſhe lay which aged“ Robert ſung of yore, 

u praiſe of England, and the deeds of ſwaines 

ſhat whilome fed and ru'd upon our plaines. 

e Britiſh Bards were not then long time mute, 

ut to their ſweet harps ſung their famous Brute: 

nving in ſpight of all the miſts of eld | 

Io have his ſtory more autenticque held. 

Why ſhould we envy them thofe _— of 
fame? | 

eing as propef to the Troyan nant er G6 

are the dainty flowres which Flora ſpreads - 

ato the pd in the diſcoloured meads.” 

LB) 2:4 | Rather 


. Robert of Glouceſter, 


5 
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Rather afford them all the worth we may, 
For. what we give to them adds to our ray. 
And Brittons : thinke not that your glories fall 
Derived; from a meane originall;. 

* lights that may have 2 to checke the 

darke 3413 Hel 191 

Can have their luſtre from the ſmalleſt ſparks 
Not from Nobilitie doth Vertue ſpring, 

„ But/Vertue makes fit Nobles for a King, 
„ From higheſt neſts are croaking ravens borne, 
© When ſweeteſt nightingales ſit in the thorne. 
From what low fount ſoe're. your beings are 
(In ſofter peace and mighty brunts of warre) 
Your” owne worths rey ad as M 

bayes 0.5; 

As ever Trojan hand had powre to raiſe, 
And when I leave my muſicke's plainer ground 
The world ſhall know it from Bellona's ſound, 
Nor ſhall I erre from truth; for what I write 
She doth/ peruſe, ' and helpes me to indite. 
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The ſmall converſe Which I have had with ſome - 
Branches; which from thoſe gallant trees hare 


come, _ att 
Doth, what I ſing, in all their acts approve, 
And with more days increaſe a further love, 

As I have ſeene the Lady of the May 
Set in an arbour * a n 
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lt by the May · pole, where the jocusad ſwaĩues 
ance with the maidens to the bagpipes ſtraines, 
ben envious Night commands them tobegonc, 
all for the merry yongſters one by one 
ad for their well performance ſoone diſpoſes, 
o this a garland anterwove with: roſe s 
o that a carved hooke, , or well-webught rip, 
racing another with her cherry li; 

0 one her garter, to another then 
handkerehiefe caſt o're and ore agen; 
ad none returneth empty that hath, ſpent 

is paynes to fill their rutall merriment:: 
Nereus' flange, r the es * 


done, 
uh an unſparing uberall hood 4 ͤ— 
o gire to every one that ſung before; * * 
ich orient pearles brought from bes ys | 
Ros: free ft + bran) 
led branching corrall, ag as previous jeu. 2 
ever beautifide the Diadem 
hat they might live, what chance their dane / 
betide, a : 4 


n her reward, yet leave their heyres befide: * 
nce when I thinke the world doth nothing give: | 
them, | 14 | 
5 weening Thetis ever ſhould relieve them. 
nd poets freely ſpend a golden ſhowre, | 

they expected her againe each houre. 
| L 3 Then 
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Then with hey en and — n thei 
Ms oh n 

In tuning numbers of the facred hill, 

She them diſmiſt to their contented coates: 

And every ſwaine a ſeverall paſſage floates 

Upon his Dolphin. Since whoſe ſafe repayre 

Thoſe fiſhes like a well compoſed ayre. 

And (as in love to men) are ever ſeene, 

Before a tempeſt's rough regardleſſe teene, 

To ſwim high on * waves: as none ſhoult 

- dare, » aides 

Excepting fiſhes, to adventure there. 

When theſe had left her, ſhe drave on, in pride 
Her prouder courſes through the ſwelling tyde 
To view the Cambrian cliffes, and had not gone 
An houre's full ſpeede, but neere a rocks 


(whereon 

Congealed froſt and ſnow in ſummer lay, 
Seldome diſſolved by Hyperion's ray) 
She ſaw a troope of people take their ſeate, 
Whereof ſome wrung their hands, and ſome dic 

beate | 
Their troubled breſts, in figne of mickle woe, 
For thoſe are actions griefe inforceth to. 
Willing to know the cauſe, ſomewhat neere hand 
She ſpyes an aged man fit. by the ſtrand, 
Upon a green hill fide (not meanely crown'd 


With golden flowres, as.chiefe of all the pry 
y 
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beit him 2 little lad, his cunnings heyre, 

ncing greene ruſhes for a winter chayre. 118 

e old man, while his * full r knits 
hom... 5 | 

ſato his worke begun, as ; trimly fits . 1A 

th ſo intending what they firſt propoundedz- 

ball their thoughts by what they W were 
bounded. 

To them ſhe came, and kindly thus beſpakes 

e happy creatures, that your pleafures take 

what your needes inforce, and never ayme 

limitleſſe deſire to what may maime 

The ſetled quiet of a peacefull ſtate, _ 

tiene attend your labours. And when fate 

lings on the reſtfull night to your long dayes, 

ſend to the fields of blifſe ! Thus Thetis 


're, 


prayes. 
Fayre Queene, to whom all dutious prayſe we 
owe, 


duce from thy ſpacious Ceſterne daily flow ' 

wed the ſwaine) refreſhing ſtreames that fill 

ws dugs (the killockes) ſb preſerving ſtill 

Ne infant graiſe, wlien elſk our lambes might 
bleate 

h raine for ſucke, whofe dams have nought to 
eate. 

{or theſe thy prayers we are doubly bound, 

ladthat theſeCleves ſhould know; but (O) to ſound 

L 4 My 
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My often mended pipe preſumption were, 
Since Pan would _ of thou would pleaſe 
67151! Heate, 
The louder blaſts which 1 I HAVE to blow 
Are-fiow but faint, nor doe my fingers know 
To touch halfe parte thoſe” merty tunes J had, 
Yet if thou pleaſe to grace my little tad 
With thy attention, he may ſomewhat ſtrike 
Which thou from one ie fo young maiſt chance t 
like. 

"With that the little ſhepheard left his taſke, 
And with'a blum (the roſes only. maſke) 
Denyde to 5 ſing, Ab father (quoth the boy) 

o. can I tune a Teeming, note of; Joy * 
The worke which vote command me, I intend 
Sead with a halfe· bent minde, and therefor 

„ 

In doing little, now, an houre or tro, 
Whigh I in leſſer time could neater doe. 
As oft as I with my more nimble joynts 
Trace the ſharpe ruſhes ends, I minde the point 
Which Philocel did give; 3 and when I bruſh 
The pritty tuft that growes beſide the. ruſh, 

I never can forget (in vonder layre) 

ow Philocel was wont to ſtroake my hayre, 
No more ſball I be tane unto the wake, 
Nor wend a fiſhing to the winding lake; 


1 
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nore ſhalI-be taught, on filver ſtrings, 
karne the meaſures of our banquettings. 
twiſted collers, and the ringing bels 
Morrice Scarfes and cleaneſt * * 
never be renew d by any one; 

x ſhall I care for more when he is gone. 
yonder hill where he was wont to fit, 
toud doth-keepe the golden Sun from it, 

| for his ſeate (as teaching us) hath made 
nourning covering with a ſcowling ſhade. 
dew on every flowre, this morne, hath laine 
neer then it was wont, this ſide the plaine, 
le they meane, fines my beſt friend a 
dye, 176 

bed their luer drops: as wy goes hays, 

tall this day here, nor in comming hither, . 
ud I the ſweet birds tune theirſongs together, 
kept one nightingale in yonder dell, 
rd a ſad elegie for Philocel. | 

tere whom a wood-dove kept no ſmall adoe, 
bid me in her language, Doe ſo too; 

ie weather's bell, that leads our flocke around, 
elds, as me thinkes, this day a deader ſound. 
ie little ſparrowes, which in hedges ereepe, 
e I was up, did ſeeme to bid me weepe. 
theſe doe ſo, can I have feeling lefle, 


ut am more apt to take and to expreſſe? 
: No: 


/ 
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No; let my owne tunes be the Mandi 
If now they tend to mirth when all have nd 
My pretty lad (quoth Thetis) thou dot 
To feare the luſſe of thy deere Philocel. 
But tell me, Sire, what may that ſhepheard from 


Or if it ye in us. to ſer him free, hich ot 
Or if with you yond people touch'd with v bright 
Under the felfe-fame loade of forrow goe. ledge 
FaireQueene(replyde the ſwaine) one is the '* 
That moves our griefe, and thoſe kind fe © 
heards drawes earth 

Fo yonder recke. Thy more then mortall (ih ve 
May give a good beyond our powre to merit. WM thro 
And therefore pleaſe to heare, while I ſhall ii pluc 
The hapleſſo fate of hopeleſſe Philocel. { 
don 


| Whilome great Pan, the father of our flocke 
Lov'd a faire laſſe ſo famous for her lockes, 
That in her time all women firſt begun 
To lay their looſer treſſes to the Sun. 
And theirs whoſe hew to hers was not agreeing 
Were ſtill roll'd up as hardly worth che ſecing 
Fondly have ſome beene led to thinke, that mat 
Muſicke's invention firſt of all began 
From the dull bammer's ſtroke; fince wells 
| know, 
From ſure tradition that hath taught us ſo, F 
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fitting once to ſport him with hisfayre,” 

d the intention of the gentle ayre, © 

he ſweet ſound her chaſte words brought” 

along, | | 

nd by the repereuſfion of her tongue: 22 

from that harmony begun the art, 

ich others (though uryuſtly) dbe impart 

bright Apollo, from a meaner ground, 

ledge or 1 nerves; meane — to 

tound - © 

ure an art on; when there might be given 

earth for matter with the gyre of heaven. 

leepe her ſlender fingers from the Sunne, 

(through the paſtures oftentimes hath runne 

plucke the. ſpeckled fox-gloves from their 
1058. | | | 

don thoſe fingers neatly placed them. 

e honey-ſuckles would he often ftrip, 

ad lay their ſweetneſſe on her ſweeter lip: 

Id then, as in reward of ſuch his paine, 

from thoſe cherryes ſome of it againe, 

ne ſay that Nature, while this lovely maide. 

yd on our plaines, the teeming earth araide 

th Damaſke roſes in each pleaſant place, 

ut men might liken ſomewhat to her face, 

ers report: Venus, afraid her ſonne 


ht love a mortall, as he once had dane, 
Preter'd 
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Prefer d an earneit ſute to higheſt Jove, 
That he which bore the winged ſhafts of lo 
Might be; debar'd his fight, es ſute 
ſign'd, 
And ever ſince the God of Love is 'blynde 
Hence is 't.he ſhootes, his ſhafts ſo cleane ay 
Men. learne to love when PAR ould learne 
| dye. „ 19 
And women, which before to GS head 
Man without wealth, love wealth without am 
Ames. Pan of, his kinde ny ern had the 
bracing... 12 
Long, yet too ſhort a time. For as in traci 
Theſe pitbfull ruſhes, ſuch as are aloft, 
By thoſę that rais'd them preſently are broug 
Beneath unſeene: So in the love of Pan 
(For Gods in love doe undergoe as man) 
She, whoſe affection made him rayſe his ſong 
And (for. ber ſport) the Satyres rude among 


Tread wilder meaſures, then the frolike gucit as 
That lift their light heeles at Lyeus feaſts; nd 
She, by the light of whoſe quicke- turning tate 
He never read but of felicitie. Ce 
She whoſe aſſurance made him mote then P nel! 
Now makes him farre more wretched then ne! 

man. | on | | ripe 
For mortals in their lofſe have death a friend, ge 


When Gods have loſſes, but their loſſe no ©:Whne; 
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chanc d one morne (clad in a robe off; gray, 

lluſning oft as riſing to betraj ) 

| this lovely maiden from. her bed 

hen the roſes have diſcoverel 

i taintleſſe beauties, wee bee- 

ut the winding allyes merrily) 

the wood: and *twas her uſuall Hand 

g where moſt harmonious birds reſort, 

mitate their warbling in a quill 

wht by the hand of Pan, which ſhe did fill 

full with water: and with it hath made 

mghtingale (beneath a ſullen ſhade) 

tant her utmoſt lay, nay, to invent 

tes to paſſe the other's inſtrument, 

(harmleſſe ee ere ſne would _—_ thine { 
ſtrife, 1 te 4 

e her laſt * and nol with her life. 

radly-chufing (as doe other ſome) 

ber to dye then live and be orecome. 

tas in Autumne (hen birds ceaſe their 
noates, | | 

fately-forreſts d'on their yealow coates, R A 

Ceres golden lockes re nearely ſhorne, * 

mellow fruit from trees are roughly ene) 

tle lad ſet on a bancke to ſhale - 

ripened nuts pluck'd in a woody vale, "2 

hohted thence (of his deare life afeard) + ** 

ae wilde bull lowde bellowing for the heard: 

80 


9. « "= gd 
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So while the nyenph did earneſtly conteſt 
Whether the birds or ſhe recorded beſt, 
A ravenous wolte, bent eager to his prey, 
Ruſh'd from a theeviſh brake, and making 
The twyred thornes did erackle one by one, 
As if they gave her warning to be gone. 
A rougher gale bent dene the laſhing boughy 
To beate the beaſt from what his hunger von 
When ſhe (ama d) roſe from her hapleſſe 
(Small is reſiſtance where the feare is great) 
And ſtriving to be gone, with gaping jaw 
The wolfe purſues, and as his rending para 
Were like to ſeiſe, a holly bent betweene, 
For which good deede his leaves are ever greet 
Saw you a luſty maſtive, at the ſtake, 
Throne . a Hy _ more herce 
make | 
A quicke revarne 3 yet to prevent the goare, 
Or deadly bruiae, which he eſcap d before, 
Wynde here and there, nay creepe if right 
bred, 
And proffring otherwhere, fight ſtill at head! 
So though the ſtubborn boughes did thruſt hi 
backe | 
(For Nature, loath, fo rare 2 webe wracke, 
Seem'd as ſhe here and there had plaſh'd a tech h 


* 


IV. BATrANNIA's PAsroRATs. 150 
rage beaſt, foaming with anger, flyes 
fercely than before, and now he tries 

ights to take the maide; as I have ſeene 
able tumbler on a burrow'd greene, 

cleane awry his courſe, yet give a checks, 
throw himſelfe upon a rabber's necke. | 
he hotly chas'd the love of Pan, 

ard of deere out of a thicket ran, 

zom he quiekly turn'd, as if he meant 

re the maide, but when ſhe ſwiftly bent 
nee downe to the plaine, the ſwifter deere 

me forſooke. And now was got ſo necre 
(all in vaine) ſhe turned to and fro? 

|! ſhe could) but not prevailing ſo, 

thlefſe and weary calling on her love, 

ſeare full ſhrikes that all the Eechoes move, 
all him to) the fell down deadly wan, 
ends her ſweet life with the name of Pan, 
jouthfull ſnepheard, of the neighbour wold, 
ag that morne a ſheepe out of his fold, 
fully ſeeking round ta finde has ſtray, 
on the inſtant where this damſelł lay. 
and pitty, in his mandy breſt, 

yet reſtraine his teares. Sweet 2 
poſſeſt 

K he) with laſting fleepe; accept from me: 
end, who ended 20 hard doſtinie.! 


With 
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With that his ſtrong dog, of no daſtard kin 
(Swift as the foales conceived by the winde 
He ſets upon the wolte, that now with ſpe 
Flyes to the-neighbour-wood, and leaſt a de 
So full of ruthe ſhould unrevenged be, 
The ſhepheard followes too, ſo earneſily 
Chearing his dog that he neere turn'd againe 
Till the curſt wolfe lay ſtrangled on the plai 
The ruin'd temple of her purer ſoule 
The ſhepheard buryes. All the nymphes cond 
So great a loſſe, while on a Cypreſſe graffe, 
Neere to a N they hung, 11 Epitaph: 


ong 
hoſe 
en if 
et hap 
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Alt earth delighted, N ature woke it home aq 
Or angry all hers elſe were careleſſe deem Md vit 
Here hid her beſt to have the reſt eſteem's y 
For feare men might not thinke the fates Men th 
IC eee d terr 
But by their rigour in as great a loſſe. 1 


If te the grave there ever was aſſign'd 1 


One like this nymph in body and in minde 7 
We wiſh ner here in balme not vainely ſpe | an, tha! 
'To fit this maiden with a monument, rheph 
For braſſe and marble, were they ſeated her hin! 
Would fret or ö in teares to lye fo neee. by 
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ow Pan may fit and tune his pipe alone. 

ong the wiſhed ſhades, fince ſhe is gone 

hoſe willing eare allur'd' him more to play, 

jen if to heare him ſhould Apollo ſtay. 

« happy Pan! and in thy love more bleſt, 

om none but onely death hath diſpoſſeſt; 

tile others love as well, yet live to be 

ſe wrong*d by fate then by inconſtaney. 

The ſable mantle of the ſilent night 

bit from the world the ever-joyſome light. 

re fled away, and ſofteſt ſlumbers pleaſe 

vleare the court for lowly cottages, 

lde beaſts forſooke their dens on woody hils, 
u leightful otters left the purling rils; 

wkes to their neſts in high woods now were 
flung, 

d with their ſpread wings ſhield their naked 
young, 

den theeves from thickets to thecrofſe-wayes ſtir, 
d terrour frights the loanely paſſenger. 

[hen nought was heard but now and then the 
howle 

f ſome vile curre, or whooping of the Owle; 
in, that the day before was farre away 
thepheards ſports, Yeturn'd ; and as he lay | 
thin the bowre wherein he moſt delighted, 
s by a gaſtly viſion thus affrighted: 
Vol. II. M Heart- 
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Heart-thrilling grones firſt heard he round HH We 


bowre, 
And then the ſchrich-owle with her ut, Monde! 
powre | peake 


ut am 
exe 
take 1 
he ne 
o end 
come 
[ade n 
Was 
umſel 
n hate 
o be! 


an vo. 


Labour'd her loathed note, the forreſts bengin 

With windes, as Hecate had beene aſcending, 

Hereat his curled hayres on end doe riſe, 

And chilly drops trill o're his ſtaring eyes: 

Faine would he call, but knew not who n 

We OP 1 | 

Yet getting heart at laſt would up and try, 

If any deviliſh hag were come abroad 

With ſome k inde mother's late deliver'd load, 

A ruthleſſe bloody ſacrifice to make 

To thoſe infernall powres, that by the lake 

Of mighty Styx and blacke Cocytus dwell, 

Aydingeach witche's charme and miſticke ipe! 

Bur as he rais'd himſelf within his bed, 

A ſodaine light about his lodging ſpread, 

And therewithall his love, all aſhy pale 

As evening miſt from up a watry vale, 

Appear'd, and weakly neere his bed ſhe pref, 

A ravell'd wound diſtain'd her purer breſt, 

(Breſts ſofter farre then tufts of unwrought 
| ſilke) . 

Whence had ſhe li wd to give an infant milke, 

The vertue of that liquor (without ods) 

Had made her babe immortall as the Gods, q 
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n would have ſpoke, but him ſhe thus pre- 
vents: 

onder not that the troubled Elements 

reake my approach; I draw no longer breath, 

it am inforced to the ſhades of death, 

y exequies are done, and yet before 

uke my turne to be tranſported o're 

ie neather floods among the ſhades of Dis, 

hend my journey in the fields of bliſſe: 

come to tell thee, that no humane hand 

ue me ſeeke wattage on the Stygian ſtrand ; 

nas an hungry wolfe that did imbrue 

imſelfe in my laſt blood. And now I ſue, 

n hate to all that kinde, and ſhepheards good, 

obe revenged on that curſed brood. 

za row'd, and would have clipt her, but ſhe 

fled, 

In!, as ſhe. came, ſo quickly vaniſked, 

Looke as a well-growne ſtately headed bucke, 

but lately by the woodman's arrow ſtrucke, 

uns gadding o're the lawnes, or nimbly ſtrayes 

long the combrous brakes a thouſand wayes, 

ow through the high-wood ſcowrs, then by 

the braoks, 

n every hill fide, and each vale he lookes, 

If 'mong{ their ſlore of ſimples may be found 

a hearbe to draw and heale his ſmarting 


wound, 
M 2 But 
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But when he long hath ſought, and all in vi 
Steales to the covert cloſely backe againe, 
Where round ingirt with ferne more hig 

ſprung, 
Strives to appeaſe the raging with his tongue, 


And from the ſpeckled heard abſents him till ny 
He be recover'd ſomewhat of his ill : e pi 
So wounded Pan turnes in his reſtleſſe bed; lc 
But finding thence all eafe abandoned, etin 
He roſe, and through the wood diſtracted runs! we 
Yet carryes with him what in vaine he ſhuns, WW mig 
Now he exclaim'd on Fate: and wiſh'd he ne made 
Had mortall lov'd, or that he mortall were. bout 
And fitting laſtly on an oake's bare trunke gh if 
(Where raine in winter ſtood long time unſuncii de w. 
His plaints he gan renew, but then the light 0 
That through the boughes flew from the Q nade, 
of night, g 

(As giving him occaſion to repine) buld fi 
Bewrayde an elme imbraced by a vine, nigh 
Clipping ſo ſtrictly that they ſeem'd to be my 
One in their growth, one ſhade, one fruit, obi 
tree. koug 

Her boughes his armes, his leaves ſo mixt vi ther: 
hers, lead © 

That with no winde he mov d but ſtreight ſte ſmarts, 
As ſhewing all ſhould be, whom love comby ne jealo 


In motion one, and onely two in kynde. relt it 
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i more afflicts him, while he thinketh moſt 

on his loſſe, but on the ſubſtance loſt, 

bapleſſe Pan, had there but beene one by, 

tell thee (though as poore a ſwaine as I) 

dugh (whether caſuall meanes or death doe 
move) | 

e part not without griefe things held with 
love: | 

et in their lotſe ſome comfort may be got 

I we doe minde the time we had them not.” 

might have lefſen'd ſomewhat of thy paine, 

made thee love as thou mightſt looſe againe. 

thou the beſt of women didſt forgoe 

ich if thou foundſt her, or did'ſt make her ſo; - 

he were found ſo, know there's more then 
one; | | 

made, the worke-man lives, though ſhe be 
gone. a 

ld from mine eyes the light be tane away, 

night her pleaſures hath as well as day. 

my deſires to heaven yeeld leſſe offence, 

e blindneſſe is a part of innocence. 

nough thy love ſleepe in eternall night, 

there's in loanneſſe ſomewhat. may delight, 

iexd of dalliance, partnerſhip in woes, 

rants, the care to keepe, and feare to looſe. 

jealoulies and fortune's baſer pelfe, 

rt inzoyes that well injoyes himſelfe. 

M 3 Had 
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Had ſome one told thee thus, or thou 
thought thee 

Of inward help, thy ſorrow had not brought) 

To weigh misfortune by another's good: 

Nor leave thy ſeate to range about the wood, 


Stuy where thou art, turne where thou * 
before, at al 
Light yeelds ſmall comfort, nor hath darknefP? b 
more. at ( 
A woody hill there ſtood, at whoſe low fe: i 
Two goodly ſtreames in one broad chan a 
me piece 
Whoſe fretfull waves beating againſt the bil * 
Did all the bottome with ſoft muttrings fil. = 
Here in a nooke made by another mount fi 
(Whoſe ſtately oakes are in no leſſe account Wi br 
For height or ſpreading, then the proudeſt A; 
That from Oëta looke on Theſſaly) 8 
Rudely o're hung there 1s a vaulted cave 7 
That in the day as ſullen ſhadowes gave, 25. 
As evening to the woods. An uncouth place 855 
(Where hags and goblins might retire a ſpac _ 
And hated now of ſhepheards, ſince there |; * 
The corps of one, (leſſe loving deities Ine 
Then we affected him) that never lent * 


His hand to ought but to our detriment. 


A man that onely liv'd.to live no more, 
And dy'de ſtill to be dying. Whoſe chieſe ft 


lv. 


'rertue, was, his hate did not purſue her, 
auſe he onely heard of her, not knew her. 
kt knew no good, but onely that his light 
revery thing had (lll his oppolite. 

xd ever this his apprehenſion caught, 

at what he did was beſt, the other naught, 
ut alwayes lov'd the man that never lov'd, 

þ! hated him whoſe hate no death had mov'd. 
ut (politique) at fitting time and ſeaſon, 

ald hate the traitor, and yet love the treaſon. 
t many a wotull heart (ere his deceaſe) 
pieces tore to purchaſe his owne peace. 

bo never gave his almes but in this faſhion, 
dfalre his credit, more then for ſalvation, 

o on the names of good-men ever ted, 

(moſt accurſed) fold the poore for bread. 
cht like the pitch-tree, from whoſe any limbe 
mes never twig, ſhall be the ſeede of him. 

e Muſes, ſcorn'd by him, laugh at his fame, 
d never will vouchſafe to ſpeake his name. 

t no man for his lofle one teare let fall, 
tperiſh with him his memoriall! 

lnto this cave the God of Shepheards went, 
be trees in grones, the rockes in teares lament 
 fatall chance, the brookes that whilome lept 
0heare him play while his faire miſtreſſe ſlept, 
ay left their eddyes and ſuch wanton moods, 
with loud elamours fild the neighbring woods 
M 4 There 
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There ſpent he moſt of night; but when u on al 
day, | for hi 
Drew from the earth her pitchy vaile away, Wt fnct 
When all the flowry plaines with carols rung night 
That by the mounting larke were ſhrilly ſung, ¶ doe ft 
When duſky miſts roſe from the chriſtall flo er 
And darknefſe no where raign'd but in th 
woods ; 
Pan left the cave, and now intends to finde 
The ſacred place where lay his love enſhrinde; 
A plot of earth, in whoſe chill armes was lai 
As much perfection as bad ever maide : 
If curious Nature had but taken care 
To make more laſting, what ſhe made ſo faire, 
Now wanders Pan the arched groves, and bi 
WhereFayeries often danc'd, and ſhepheards qu 
In ſweet contentions paſs'd the tedious day: 
Yet (being earely) in his unknowne way 
Met not a ſhepheard, nor on all the plaine 
A flocke then feeding ſaw, nor of his traine 
One jolly Satyre ſtirring yet abroad, | 
Of whom he might inquire ; this to the loace 
Of his affiition addes ; now he invokes 
"Thoſe * Nymphes in mighty forreſts, that wii 


oakes — 

Have equall ſates, each with her ſeverall tree . 
Receiving birth, and ending, deſtinie. ay 
| n Cals be | 


* Hamadiiades, 
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con all powres, intreats that he might have. 
for his love, the knowledge of her grave; 
at fince the Fates had tane the jem away, 
might but ſee the carknet where it lay; 

doe fit right to ſuch a part of molde, 

ring ſo rare a piece, that all the gold 
dyamond earth can yeeld, for value, ne're 
match the treaſure which was hidden there! 
A hunting nymph awakened with his mone, 
ut in a bowre neere-hand lay all alone, 

yning her ſmall armes round her {lender waſte 
lat by no others us'd to be imbrac'd) 

it up, and knowing what the day before 

8 guiltie of, ſhe addes not to his ſtore 

many ſimply doe, whoſe friends ſo croſt 

ey more afflict by ſhewing what is loſt : 

It vid him follow her. He, as ſhe leades, 
zeth her haſt. So a kinde mother treads 
reſt, diſtracted, where, with blood defil' de, 
e heares lyes dead her deere and onely childe. 
liſttruſt now wing'd his feet, then raging ire, 
for ſpeede comes ever lamely to defire.” 
Delayes, the ſtones that waiting ſuiters grinde, 
whom at Court the poor man's cauſe is fign'd. 
bo, to diſpatch a ſuite, will not deferre 

o take Death for a joynt commiſſioner. 

lay, the wooer's bane, revenges hate, 


be plague to creditor's decaid eſtate ; 
The 
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ich, \ 
credit 


The teſt of patience, of our hopes the rack 
That drawes them forth ſo long untill th 


cracke; | x tyes 
Vertue's beſt benefactor in our times, wot 
One that is ſet to puniſh great men's crimes, Maas r 


She that hath hindred mighty Pan awhile, 
Now ſteps afide: and as o're-flowing Nyle 
Hid from * Clymene's ſonne his reeking he: 
So from his rage all oppoſition fled ; 
Giving him way, to reach the time'efle toom ere b 
Of Nature's glory, for whoſe ruthleſſe deom U nov 
(When all the Graces did for mercy pleade, Neemir 
And Youth and Goodneſs both did intercede I had 
The ſonnes of Earth (if er had beei e for 
driven But ! 
To heape - on hils, and warre anew with Heavet \ 
The ſhepheards which he miſt upon the don gin, 
Here meetes he with: for from the neighbrigÞo this 
townes 
Maidens and men reſorted to the grave 
To ſee a wonder more then time e're gave. 
The holy prieſts had told them, long agone f An 
Amongſt the learned ſhepheards there was oni of 
So given to pietie, and did adore - dewes 
So much the name of Pan; that when no moi! 
He breath'd, thoſe that to ods his heart bega ere 


F ound written there with gala the name of Pave h 
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ich, unbeleeving man, that is not mov'd 

cedit ought, if not by reaſon prov'd, 

xd tyes the over-working powre to doe 

wht otherwiſe then Nature reacheth to, 

id as moſt fabulous: not inly ſeeing, 

hand by whom we live, and all have being, 

\worke for admirable doth intend, 

ich Reaſon hath the powre to comprehend ; 

Faith no merit hath from heaven lent 

ere humane reaſon yeelds experiment. 

| now they durſt not truſt the legend old, 

keming all not true their elders tolde ; 

dd had not this laſt accident made good 

ke former, moſt in unbeliefe had ſtood. 

But Fame that ſpread the bruite of ſuch a 
wonder, 

aging the ſwaines of places far aſunder 

this ſelected plot (now famous more 

ten any grove, mount, plaine, had beene 
before, 

 relicke, viſion, buriall, or birth 

Anchoreſſe, or Hermit yet, on earth.) 

ut of the maiden's bed of endleſſe reſt, 

bewes them a tree new growne, ſo fairely dreſt 

ith ſpreading armes and curled top, that Jove 

ere braver ſaw in his Dodonian grove. 

Ie hart like leaves oft each with other pyle, 

doe the hard ſcales of the crocodyle; 
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And none on all the tree was ſeene but bore, 
Written thereon in rich and pureſt ore, 
The name of Pan; whoſe luſtre farre beyon 


Sparkl'd, as by a torch the dyamond. 
Or thoſe bright ſpangles which, fayre Goddeſ to Ii 


doe 

Shine in the hayre of theſe which follow you 
The ſhepheards, by direction of great Pan, 
Search'd for the roote, and finding it began 
In her true heart, bids them againe incloſe 
What now his eyes for ever, ever, loſe. 
Now in the ſelf-ſame ſpheare his thoughts mul 

move 
With * him that did the ſhady plane-tree lo 
Yet though no iſſue from her loynes ſhall be 
To draw from Pan a noble peddigree, 
And Pan ſhall not, as other Gods have done, 
Glory in deedes of an heroicke ſonne, 
Nor have his name in countryes neere and fa 
Proclaim'd; as by his childe the Thunderer; 
It Phœbus on this tree ſpread warming rayez, 
And northerne blaſts kill not her tender ſprayes 
His love ſhall make him famous in repute, 
And ſtill increaſe his name, yet beare no fruit? 

To make this ſure (the God of Shepheards lal!) 


(When other ceremonies were o're-paſt) 
| And 


#® Yerxcs. 
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| to performe what he before had vow'd 


That I have loſt, kinde ſhepheards, all you 
know ; ' 

| to recount it were to dwell in woe ; 

hew my paſſion in a funerall ſong, 

d with my ſorrow draw your ſighes along, 

ds, then, well plac'd, might challenge ſome- 
what due, 

not the cauſe alone, winne teares from 
you, 

is to prevent, I ſet orations by 

or paſſion ſeldome loves formalitie.” 

at profits it a priſoner at the barre, 

have his judgement ſpoken regular ? 

in the priſon heare it often read, 

en he at firſt knew what was forfeited ? 

r priefes in other's teares, like plate in water, 

me more in quantitie. To be relator 

my miſhaps, ſpeakes weakeneſſe, and that I 

re in myſelfe no powre of remedy. 

Vnce (yet that once too often) heretofore 

e filver Ladon on his ſandy ſhore 

rd my complaints, and thoſe coole groves 

that be 

ding the breſt of lovely Arcady 

meſſe, the teares which. J for Syrinx ſpent. 

inx the faire; from whom the inſtrument 

That 


nul 


lire revenge. Thus ſpake unto the crowd: 
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That fils your feaſts with joy (which when I} 
Drawes to the fagging dug milke white as ſno 
Had his beginning. This enough had beene 
To ſhew the Fates (my * deemed ſiſters) teen, 
Here had they ſtaid, this adage had beene ng 
% That our diſaſters never come alone.“ 
What boat 1s it, though I am ſaid to be 
The worthy ſonne of Mercury ? 
That I, with gentle nymphes in forreſts high 
Kitt out the ſweet time of my infancie ? 
And when more yeares had made me : 
growne, 
Was through the mountaines for their le 
knowne ? 
That high-brow'd Mznalus where I was bre 
And ſtony hils, not few, have honoured 
Me as protector, by the hands of ſwaines 
Whoſe ſheepe retyre there trom the open plain 
That I in ſhepheards caps (+ rejecting gold) 
Of milke and hony meaſures eight times to! 
Have offred to me; and the rudy wine 
Freſh and new preſſed from the bleeding vine 
That gleeſome hunters, pleaſed with their ſpc 
With ſacrifices due have thank'd me for't, 
That patient anglers ſtanding all the day 
Neere to ſome ſhallow ſtickle or deep? bay; 
A 


fPronapis, in ſuo Protocoſmo. 
+ Apollonius Smyrnæus. 
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ſſhermen, whoſe nets have drawne to land 

dale ſo great it well-nye hides the ſand, , 

ach ſucceſſe, ſome Promontories head 

uſtatby waves, hath knowne me worſhipped? - 

o increaſe my griefe, what profits this? 

ce ſtill the loſſe is as the looſer is.“ 

te many kernell-bearing py ne of late 

m all trees elſe to me was conſecrate ; 

toy behold a roote more worth my love, 

ll to that which in an obſcure grove 

xmall Juno proper takes to her: 

(hoſe golden ſlip the Trojan wanderer 

age Cumccan Sybil taught) did bring 

rFates decreed) to be the warranting 

lis free paſſage, and a ſafe repayre 

wugh darke Avernus to the upper ayre. 

s muſt I ſuccour, this muſt I defend, 

{ from the wild boare's rooting ever ſhend, 

e ſhall the wood-pecker no entrance finde, 

tTivy's bevers gnaw the clothing rinde ; 

beder's heards, nor Radnor's goodly deere, 

ll never once be ſeene a browling here. 

| now ye Britiſh ſwaines (whoſe harmleſſe 
ſheepe 

en all the world's beſide I joy to keepe) * 

lich ſpread on every plaine, and hilly wold, 

ces no leſſe eſteem'd then that of gold, 

For 


* Virgil's ZEneis, b. VI. 
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For whoſe exchange one Indy jems of pra. c. 

The other gives you of her choiceſt ſpice, 
And well ſhe may; but we unwiſe, the yl 

Leſſen the glory of our fruitfull iſle : 


non e 
4 thus 


pro 
Making thoſe nations thinke we fooliſh are, 1 7 
For baſer drugs to vent our richer ware, ich as 
Which (fave the bringer) never profit man intre 
Except the Sexten and Phyſitian. not 2 
And whether change of clymes, or what it nal. 
That proves our mariners mortalitie, for th 
Such expert men are ſpent for ſuch bad far th 


As might have made us Lords of what is th: x 
Stay, ſtay at home, ye nobler ſpirits, and pi be 


Your lives more high then ſuch baſe trumpenWuczy i 


Forbeare to fetch; and they'le goe neere to harb. 
And at your one dores offer them to you; i iire © 
Or have their woods and plaines ſo overgroul keep 
With poyſnous weeds, roots, gums, and {al nee 
unknowne 3 ain 

That they would hire ſuch weeders as you 0M hat 
To tree their land from ſuch fertilitie. eq. 
Their ſpices hot their nature beſt indures, 1 
But *twill impayre and much diſtemper you ayin; 
What our owne ſoyle affords befits us belt. WM (© d 
And long, and long, for ever may we reſt WW. go- 
Needleſſe of help! and may this ifle alone Wh Kno- 
Furniſh all other lands, and this land none! ir age 


xc ] quic 
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euſe me Thetis, quoth the aged man, 
„ion drew me from the words of Pan! 
"+ thus 1 follow: You whoſeflockes, quoth he, 

5 protection, quit your induſtry, 
„ the good I have and yet may give 

ich as on the plaines hereafter live, 
8 intreat what is not hard to grant, 

not a hand rend from this holy plant 
tHalleſt branch; and who fo cutteth this 
for th' offence; to me ſo haynous *ris, 
by the floods inſernall here I ſweare 
hath whoſe breach the greateſt Gods forbeare) 
Phoebe thrice twelve times ſhall fill herhornes 
ſurzy tuft, thicke wood, nor brake of thornes 
uarbour Wolfe, nor in this iſle ſhall breed, 
ire one of that kinde: if what's decreed 
| keepe inviolate. To this they ſwore: 
nee thoſe beaſts have trighted us no more. 
lane (quoth Thetis) what is this you tell, 
hat you teare ſhall fall on Philocel ? | 
ire Queene attend; but oh! ] feare, quoth he, 
| have ended my fad hiſtory, 
laying time may bring on his laſt houre, 
( fo defraud us of thy wiſhed powre. 
nd goes a ſhepheard, give me leave to run 
know the time of execution, 
a: aged limbes I can a little ſtraine, 
quickly (come to end the ret) againe, 
Vor. II. N RITA N. 
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Vatbin this Song my Muſe doth tell 


The evorthy Fact of Philocel, 
Aud hoxww his Love and he in Thrall 


To Death depriv'd of Funeral, 
The Queene of Waves doth gladly ſave; 
ld frees Marina from the Cave. 


) ſoone as can a martin from our towne 

o the river underneath the downe, 

backe returne with morter in her bill, 
little cranny in her neſt to fill, 

tepherd came. And thus began anew : 
houres, alas! onely two houres are due 

i time to him, tis ſentenc'd ſo of thoſe 

t here on earth as deſtinies diſpoſe 

res and deaths of men; and that time paſt 
relds his judgement leave and breathes hislaſt. 
lat to the cauſe, Great Goddeſſe underſtand 
lona ifle thruſt from the Brittiſh land, 

N 2 As 


l 
3 
1 
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As (ſince it needed nought of others ſtore) 8 
It would intyre be, and a part po more, _ 
There l1y'd a maid fo faire, that for her fa: ing 
Since ſhe was borne the iſle had never inake, * 
Nor were it fit a deadly fling ſhould be hs 
To hazard ſuch admired ſymmectrie, pr 7 
So many beauties fo commixt in one, ! . 


That all delight were dead if ſhe were gone. 
Shepheards that in her cleare eyes did delizh: 
Whilſt they were open never held it ni zkt; 
And were they ſhut, although the morning gr. 
Call'd up the Sun, they hardly thought it day, 
Or if they call'd it ſo, they did not paſſe 
Withall to ſay it eclipſed was. 

The roſes on her cheekes, ſuch, as each turn: 
Phœbus might kiſſe, but had no pore to bur: 
From her ſweet lips diſtill ſweets ſweeter doe, 
Then from a cherry halſe way cut in two: 


Whoſe yeelding touch would as Promcthe: | 
{ 
lire | 
| a Sf es an 
Lumps tru-ly ſenſleſſe with a muſe inſpire, toe 
ö , 7 9 ra , . 
Who pray ſing her would youth's deßre I th; 
ſtirre, 
* 2 e wor 
Each man in minde ſhould be a raviſher. Lat thi 
Some ſay the nimble-witted Mercury be 
Went late diſguis'd profeſſing palmiſtrie, 
And milke-mailes fortunes told about the h. a 
Oncly to get a touch of her ſoft hand. Sa 


Ar 
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that a ſhepheard walking on the brim 

1 cleare ſtreame where ſhe did uſe to ſwim, 

her by chance, and thinking ſhe had beene 

chaſtitie the pure and faireſt Queene, 

e thence diſmaid, leaſt he by her decree 

t undergoe * Acteon's deſtinie. 

| youth's kinde heate inflame me (but the 

ſnow | 

on my head, ſhewes it ccol'd long agoe) 

ken could give (fitting ſo faire a feature) 

gut to her fame, and fame to ſuch a creature, 

hen now much like a man the palfic ſhakes, 

u ſpectacles befriend, yet undertakes 

ymbe a lady, to whoſe red and white 

elles curious hand would owe ſome right; 

too unſteady pencell, ſhadowes here 

newhat too much, and gives not over eleere; 

b eye deceiv'd mingles his colours wrong, 

tere ſtrikes too little, and here ſtayes too 
long, . 

ks and undoes, takes off, puts on (in vaine) 

or too much white, then too much red-againe, 

thinking then to give ſome ſpeciall grace, 

eworkes it 11], or ſo miſtakes the place, 

tat ſhe which fits were better pay for nought, 


den have it ended, and ſo lamely wrought : 
1 80 


r — — <TD 


— - 


* 1 3 neon, — 


| 1 
| 


* See Ovid's Metam. b. III. Pelæphatus de 
THhilibus hiſtoriis. p. 9. Edit. Du Gard, 
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So doe I in this weake deſcription erre ; 
And ſtriving more to grace more injure her 
For ever where true worth for praiſe doth c 
He rightly nothing gives that gives not all, 
But as a lad who learning to divide, 
By one ſmall mifle the whole hath falcifide 
. Calia men call'd, and rightly call'd her ſo 
Whom Philocel (of all the ſwaines I know 
Moſt worthy) lov'd: alas ! that love ſhould 
Subject to fortune's mutabilitie ! 
What ever learned bards to fore have ſung, 
Or to the plaines ſhepheards and maydensyo 
Of ſad miſhaps in love are ſet to tell, 
Comes ſhort to match the fate of Philocel, 
For as a labourer toyling at a bay 
Toforce ſome cleere ſtreame from his wonted 
Working on this fide ſees the water run 
Where he wrought laſt, and thought it fir 
done; 
And that leake ſtopt, heares it come breaking 
Another where, in a farre greater ſpout, 
Which mended too, and with a turffe made t 
The brooke is ready to o'reflow the brim, 
Or in the bancke the water having got 
Some mole-hole, runs, where he expected n( 
And when all's done, {till feares, leaſt ſome gr 
raine 


Might bring a flood and throw all downe agail 


og V. BarITANNIA's PASTORALS» 183 


in our ſhepheard's love, one hazard gone 

other ſtill as bad was comming on. 

is danger paſt, another doth begin, 

lone miſhap thruſt out lets twenty in. 

he that loves, and in it hath no ſtay, 

nits his bliſſe ſeld* paſt the marriage day. 

But Philocel's, alas! and Calia's too 

ut ne'er attaine ſo farre as others doe. 

e Fortune in them from her courſe ſhould 

ſwerve, 

ho moſt afflicts thoſe that moſt goods deſerve. 

Iwice had the glorious Sun run through the 
ſignes, 

xd with his kindly heate improv'd the mines, 

& ſuch affirme with certaine hopes that try 

e vaine and fruitlefle art of Alchymie) 

ice our ſwaine lov'd : and twice had Phoebus bin 

horned Aries taking up his inne, 

e he of Ccelia's heart poſſeſſion wonne. 

ud ſince that time all his intentions done 

«thing, to bring her thence. All eyes upon her, 

Jatchfull, as Vertues are on trueſt honour, 

lept on the 1 ſle as carefully of ſome, 

k by the Trojans their * Palladium, 

hut where's the fortreſſe that can love debarre? 
ic forces to oppoſe when he makes warre ? 

„ The 


fy 


* Virgil's /Eneis, b. II. 
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The watch which he ſhall never finde aſleep 

The ſpye that ſhall diſcloſe his counle!s dec: 

That tort, that force, that watch, that f. 
- would be 


Io ſeare 
Now \ 
retng 


A laſting ſtop to a fifth Empery. 4 Ca 
But we as well may keepe the heate from fi wit 
As ſever hearts whom love hath made intyre we 
In lovely May, when Titan's golden raye in: 
Make ods in houres between the nights af: mi 
duyes; | tem} 


And veigheth almoſt downe th' once-eaven ſc 
Where night and day, by th' Equinoctiall 
Were laid in ballance, as his powre he bent 
To baniſh Cynthia from her regiment, 
To Latmus ftately hill; and with his light 
To rule the upper world both day and night, 
Making the poore Antipodes to feare 
A like conjunction *twixt great Jupiter 
And ſome Alcmena new, or that the Sun 
From their horizon did obliquely run: 
This time the ſwaines and maidens of the iſle 
The day with ſportive dances doe beguile, 
And every valley rings with ſkepheards ſongs, 
And every eccho each {ſweet noate prolong, 
And every river, with unuſuall pride, 
And dimpled cheeke, rowlesfleeping to the tyc 
And lefier ſprings, which ayrie-breeding woods 
Preterre as hand-maides to the mighty floods, 
Scart 


| the 
ur ſhe 
Tn 
fired 
betw 


at f. 
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wee fill up halfe their channels, making haſte 

 ſeare, as boyes) leaſt all the ſport be paſt. 

Now was the Lord and Lady of the May 

ting the May-pole at the breake of day, 

u Cœlia as the faireſt on the greene, 

without ſome maids envy, choſen Queeac. 

was the time com'n when our gentle ſwaine 

i inne his harveſt or loſe all againe 

x7 muſt he plucke the roſe, leaſt other hands, 

rempeſts, blemiſh what ſo fairely ſtands: 

therefore, as they had before decreed, 

ic hepheard gets a boate, and with all ſpeede 

night (that doth on lovers actions ſmile) 

ved ſate on Mona's fruitfull iſle. 

letweene two rockes (immortall, without mo- 
ther) 

bat ſtand as if out- facing one another, 

ere ran a creeke up, intricate and blinde, 

if the waters hid them from the winde, 

ach never waſh'd but at a higher tyde 

te frizled coates which doe the mountaines 
hide, 

here never gale was longer knowne to ſtay 

ſden from the ſmooth wave it had ſwept away 

de new divorced leaves, that from each fide 

eit the thicke boughes todance out with the tyde. 

further end the creeke, a ſtately wood 


we a kinde ſtadow (to the brackich food) 
Made 
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Made up of trees, not leſſe kend by each {i 
Then that ſky-ſcaling Pike of Tenerife, 
Upon whoſe tops the Herneſhe w bred her youn 
And hoary moſſe upon their branches hung; 
Whoſe rugged ryndes ſufficient were to ſhow, 

Vithout their height, what time they gan 

grow. | 

And if dry eld by wrinckled ſkinne appeares 
None could allot them leſſe then Neſtor's yeare 
As under their command the thronged creeke 
Ran leſſened up. Here did the ſhepheard {cri 
Where he his little boite might ſately hide, 
Till it was fraught with what the world belids 
Could not outvalew ; nor give equall weight 
Though in the time when Greece was at h ud 


height. | Fre ſ 
The ruddy horſes of the roſie morne Ning 
Out of the Eaſterne gates had newly borne Lice 


Their bluſhing miſtreſſe in her golden chaire, Mel 
Spreading new light throughout our hemiſpheat 
When faireſt Cœlia with a lovelyer crew 

Of damſels than brave Latmus ever knew, 
Came forth to meet the younſters; who had her 
Cut downe an oake that long withouten peerc 
Bore his round head imperiouſly above 

His other mates there, conſecrate to Jove. 
The wiſhed time drew on: and Cœlia now 


(hoe had the fame for her white arched brow 
W nil 


pile all her lovely fellowes buſied were 
zpicking off the jems from Tellus haire, 
ade tow'rds the creeke, where Philocel unſpide 
of maid or ſhepheard that their May-games 
plide) 
[xceiv'd his with'd-for Cœlia; and begun 
o ſteere his boate contrary to the Sun, 
ſho could have wiſh'd another in his place 
o guide the carre of light, or that his race 
ere to have end (ſo he might bleſſe his hap) 
h Cœlia's boſome, not in Thetis lap. 
The boat oft danc'd for joy of what it held, 
lhe hoyſt - up ſaile, not quicke but gently 
ſweld, 
ind often ſhooke, as fearing what might fall, 
fre ſhe deliver'd what ſhe went withall. 
\inged * Argeſtes, faire Aurora's ſonne, 
Lienc'd that day to leave his dungeon, 

Meckely attended; and did never erre 
ll Celia grac'd our land, and our land her. 
through the waves their love-fraught wherry 

ran 

many Cupids, each ſet on his ſwan, 
Guided with reynes of gold and filver twiſt 


The ſpotleſſe birds, about —_ as they liſt, 
Which 


* The Weſtern Wind. And ſuppoſed (with the 
dars) the Birth of Aurora by Aſtræus, as Apollo- 
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Which would have ſung a ſong (ere they u 

gone) FY 
Had unkinde Nature given them more tl, 

one; we 
Or in beſtowing that, had not done wrong, 
And made their ſweet lives forfaite, one! AG 

ſong. The! 

Yet that their happy voyage migl:t not be 80 

Without ty mes ſhortner, Heav'n-taught melo 
(Muſicke that lent feet to the ſtable woods, A 


And in their currents turn'd the mightie Hood 


Sorrowes ſweet nurſe, yet keeping joy alive, 


Sad diſcontent's molt welcome corraſive, , 
The ſoule of art, beſt lov'd when love is by, 
The kinde inſpirer of ſweet poeſie, 8 
Leaſt thou ſhould'ſt wanting be, when ſwan 
would faine ] 
Have ſung one ſong, and never ſung againe) 
The gentle ſhepheard, haſting to the ſtore, "i 
Began this lay, and tym'd it with his oare. Ar 
— let holy Dee 
O're other rivers brave, 
Or boaſt how (in his jollity) 
Kings row'd upon his wave. . 
{ 


But ſilent be, and ever know 


That Neptune for my fare would row. A 
| | Thot 
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Thoſe were captives. If he ſay 
That now I am no other, 
Yet ſhe that beares my priſon's key 
Is fairer then love's mother; 
A God tooke me, thoſe one leſſe high, 
They wore their bonds, ſo doe not I. 


Swell then, | gently ſwell ye floods 
As proud of what ye beare, 


String pearles upon your hayre, 
Aſcend: and tell if ere this day 
A fayrer prize was ſeene at ſea. 


See the ſalmons leape and bound 
To pleaſe vs as we paſſo, 
Each mermaid on the rockes around, 
Lets fall her britt'e glaſſe. 
As they their beauties did deſpize, 
And lov'd no myrrour but your eyes. 


Blow, but gently blow fayre winde 
From the forſaken ſhore, 
And be as to the Halcyon kinde, 
Till we have ferry'd o're: 
So mailt thou ſtill have leave to blow, 
And fanne the way where ſie ſhall goe. 


And nymphes that in low corrall woods 


Floods 
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Floods, and nymphes, and windes, and 
That ſee us both together, 
Into a diſputation fall ; 
And then reſolve me, whether 
The greateſt kindneſſe each can ſhow, 
Will quit our truſt of you or no? 


ſe: 

Thus as a merry milke-maid, neate and fue, be bl 
Returning late from milking of her kine, but the 
Shortens the dew'd way which ſhe treads along ever 
With ſomeſelte-pleaſing-ſince-new-gotten ſong, drop 
The ſhepheard did their paſſage well beguile. Nau! 
And now the horned flood bore to our iſle Miner 
His head more high than he had us'd to doe, MW in d 
Except by Cynthia's newneſſe forced to. our re 
Not Januarie's ſnow, diſſolv'd in floods, cares 
Makes Thamar more intrude on Blanchden Ml not 
woods, in th 

Nor the concourſe of waters when they flecte {Wl wo | 
After a long raine, and in Severnc meete, g 
Rais'th her inraged head to roote faire plants, en tr 
Or more affright her nigh inhabitants h har 
(When they behold the waters rufully re no 
And ſave the waters nothing elſe can ſee) ! turn 
Then Neptuneꝰs ſubject now, more then ot yore: N cher 
As loath to ſet his burden ſoone on ſhore, wart 
O Neptune! hadſt thou kept them ſtill withthee, f. 
Though both were loſt to us, and ſuch as we, bol. 


And 
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with thoſe beauteous birds which on thy 
breſt 
and bring up; afforded them a reſt ; 
os, that long time wandring piece of earth 
not beene fam'd more for Diana's birth; 
n thoſe few planckes that bore them on the 
ſeas, 

he bleſt iſſue of two ſuch as theſe, 
ut they were landed: ſo are not our woes, 
ever ſhall, whilſt from an eye there flowes 
drop of moyſture; to theſe preſent times 
will relate, and ſome ſad ſhepheard's rymes 
after ages may their fates make knowne, 

{in their depth of ſorrow drowne his owne, 
our relation, and his mournfull verſe, 

tcares ſhall force ſuch tribute to their herſe, 
it not a private griefe ſhall ever thrive 

in that deluge fall, yet this ſurvive, 

Iwo furlongs from the ſhore they had not 

gone, 

hen from a low-caſt valley (having on 
n hand a woody hill, whoſe boughes unlopt 

re not alone at all times ſadly dropt, | 
{ turn'd their ſtormes on her dejected breſt, 
hen the fire of Heaven is ready preſt 
warme and further what it ſhould bring 
forth, | 


lowly dales mate mountaines in their 9 
: The 


d 


le 


18 


5 


G BriTAnNiA's PASTOR ALS. Boo! 
19 c 


The trees (as ſereenlike greatneſſe) ſhade ! 


raye, 10 
As it ſhould ſhine on none but ſuch as they) 1 
Came (and full ſadly came) a hapleſi: wrν | 
Whoſe walkes and paſtures once were knount 
ſtretch I 
From Eaſt to Weſt, fo farre that no dyke ran ” 
For noted bounds, but where the Occan 9 
His wrathfull billowes thruſt, and grew as gr. &atl 
In ſholcs of fiſh as were the others neate. 
Who now dezected and depriv'd of all oon 
Longs (and hath done fo long) for funeral. ney 
Tor as with hanging head I have beheld hou 
A widdow vine, ſtand, in a naked field, Ne us 
Unhuſbanded, neglected, all torlorne, be! 
Brouz'd on by deere, by cattle cropt and tot e. 
Unpropt, unſuccoured by ſtake or tree, 7 con 
From wreaketull ſtormes impetuous tyranny, t no: 
When had a willing hand lent kind redreſte, em 
Her pregnant bunches might from out the hf hae 
Jave ſent a liquor both tor taſte and ſhow thoſ 
No lefle divine then thoſe of Malligo : e fro 
Such was this wight, and ſuch ſhe might haf bs 
beene. gert o 
She both th' cxtreames hath felt of Fortu ring 
teenc, i by t 
For never have we heard from times of yore, Necttt. 
One ſometime envy'd and now pitty'd more. 
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xobject, as her ſtate, is low as earth; 

ton her companion; thoughts of mirth 
ome ; and in one ſelte - ſame circle turning, 
n ſodaine ſports brought to a houſe of 
mourning. 

athers good her beſt beliefe is ſtill 

jiconſtant to her owne in nought but ill. 

x onely enemy and friend ſhe knowes 

kath, who though deterres muſt end her 
woes. 

contemplation frightfull as the night, 

never lookes on any living wight 

out compariſon ; and as the day 

e us, but takes the glowormes light away, 
he leaſt ray ot bliſſe on others throwne 
wives and blindes all knowledge of her owne, 
rcomtort is (it for her any be) 

tnone can ſhew more cauſe of griefe than ſhe. 
ſomewhat ſhe of adverſe fate hath wonne, 
bo had undone her were ſhe not undone. 
thoſe that on the ſea of greatneſſe ryde 

e from the quiet ſhore, and where the tyde 
bbs and floods is gheſs'd, not truely knowne, 
pert of all eſtates except their owne, 

ping their ſtation at the helme of ſtate, 

t by their vertues but auſpicious fate, 

ect to calmes of favour, ſtormes of rage, 


ir actions noted as the common ſtage, 
Yor, II. O Who, 
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Who, like a man borne blinde that cannot be 
By demonſtration ſhewne what tis to ſee, 
Live ſtill in 1gnorance of what they want, 
Till mifery become the adamant, » 
And touch them for that poynt, to which, wit 
ſpeede, Fat 
None comes ſo ſure as by the hand of neede, 
A mirrour ſtrange ſhe in her right hand bore, 
By which her friends from flatterers heretotord 
She could diſtinguiſh well; and by her fide, 
(As in her full of happineſſe) untyde, 
Urforc'd, and uncompel'd, did ſadly goe 
(As if partaker of his miſtreſſe woe) 
A loving ſpanyell, from whoſe rugged backe 
(The onely thing (but death) ſhe moanes to lac 
Shepluckes the hayre, and working them in pl 
Furthers the ſuite which modeſtie intreates. 
Men call her Athliot: who cannot be 
More wretched made by infelicitie, 
Unlefle ſhe here had an immortall breath, 
Or living thus, liv'd timerous of death, 
Out of her lowly and forſaken dell 
She running came, and cryde to Philocel, 
Helpe! helpe ! kinde ſhepheard helpe ! ſee yo 
der where 
A lovely Lady hung up by the hayre, 
Struggles, but mildely ſtruggles with the Fate 


Whoſe thread of life ſpun to a thread that mate 
Da 
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de Nature's in her haire, ſtayes them to 

wonder 

lle too fine twiſting makes it break in ſunder. 

hrinkes the roſe that with the flames doth 

meet, 

ently bowes the virgin parchment ſheet, 

le the waves up and fall out againe, 

il her beautious parts, and all in vaine. . 

r farre, above my helpe or hope in trying, 

one, and ſo more miſerably dy ing, 

tiring her torments, in her panting breſt 

neekely waites the time of her long reſt. 

len! O haſten then! kinde ſhepheard 

haſte, 

le went with her: and Ccelia (Gat had 
grac'd 

paſt the world beſides) ſeciag the way 

kad to goe not farre, reſts on the lay. 

vas near the place where Pan's transformed 
love 

guilded leaves diſplaid, and boldly ſtrove | 

lutre with the ſun: a ſacred tree 

lround and kept from violation free: 

ſe ſmalleſt ſpray rent off, we never prize 

elle than life. Here, though her Heavenly 

e 
| * he lov'd could ſcarce afford a Gght 


if for him they onely had their light) 
O 2 : Thoſe 


ac 


Ol 
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Thoſe kinde and brighter ſtarres were known 
to erre 
And to all miſery betrayed her. 
For turning them aſide, ſhe (hapleſſe) * 
The holy tree, and (as all novelties 
In tempting women have ſmall labour loſt 
Whether for value nought, or of more coſt) 
Led by the hand of uncontroll'd deſire 
She roſe, and thither went. A wreſted bryre 
Onely kept cloſe the gate which led into it 
(Eaſie for any all times to undoe it, 
That with a pious hand hung on the tree 
Garlands or raptures of ſweet poeſie) 
Which by her opened, with unweeting hand, 
A little ſpray ſhe pluckt, whoſe rich leaves fan 
And chatter'd with the ayre, as who ſhould ſa 
Doe not for once, O doe not this bewray | 
Nor give ſound to a tongue for that intent! 
„% Who ignorantly finnes dyes innocent.“ 
By this was Philocel returning backe, 
And in his hand the Lady; for whoſe wrack 
Nature had cleane forſworne to frame a wight 
So wholy pure, ſo truely exquiſite : 
But more deform'd, and from a rough-hen 
mold, ; | 
Since what is beſt lives ſeldome to be old. 
Within their ſight was fayreſt Cœlia now; 
Who drawing nezre, the life-priz'd golden bon 
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ler love beheld. And as a mother kinde 

hat time the new-cloath'd trees by guſts of 
winde 

amov'd, ſtand wiſtly liſtning to thoſe layes 

de feather'd quiriſters upon their ſprayes 

aunt to the merry Spring, and in the even 
ſie with her little ſonne for pleaſure given, 


ſo tread the fring'd banckes of an amorous 
flood, 


at with her muſicke courts a ſullen wood, 

dere ever talking with her onely bliſſe 

at now before and then behinde her is, 

ſte ſtoopes for flowres the choiceſt may be had, 

ud bringing them to pleaſe her prittie lad, 

byes in his hand ſome banefull flowre or weed, 

ſhereon he gins to ſmell, perhaps to feede, 

ith a more earneſt haſte ſhe runs unto him, 

id puls that from him which might elſe undoe 
him : 

v to his Cœlia haſted Philocel, | 

ud raught the bough away, Hid it: and fell 

o queſtion if ſhe broke it, or if then 

eye beheld her? Of the race of men 

Replide ſhe) when I took it from the tree 

ure yourſelfe was none to reſtifie, 

ut what hath paſt ſince in your hand, behold 

fellow running 7 over the wold 


— 


Is 
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Is well inform'd of. Can there (love) inſue 
Tell me! oh tell me! any wrong to you 
By what my hand hath ignorantly done? 
(Quoth fearefull Ccelia) Philocel ! be wonne 
By theſe unfained teares, as I by thine, 
To make thy greateſt ſorrowes partly mine! 
Cleere up theſe ſhowres (my ſun) quoth Philoce 
The ground it needes not. Nought is ſo fro 
well 
But that reward and kind intreaties may 
Make ſmooth the front of wrath, and this alla 
Thus wifely he ſuppreſt his height of woe, 
And did reſolve fince none but they did know 
Truely who rent it: and the hatefull ſwaine 
That lately paſt by them upon the plaine 
(Whom well he knew did beare to him a hate 
Though undeſerved) fo inveterate 
That to his utmoſt powre he would aſſay 
To make his life have ending with that day.) 
Except in his, had ſeene it in no hand, 
That he againſt all throes of Fate would ſtand 
Acknowledge it his deede, and fo afford 
A paſlage to his heart for juſtice ſword, 
Rather then by her loſſe the world ſhould be 
Diſpiz'd and ſcorn'd for looſing ſuch as ſhe. 
Now (with a vow of ſecrecy from both) 
Inforeing mirth, he with them homewards go't 


And 
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by the time the ſhades of mighty woods 

gn to turne them to the eaſterne floods, 

icy thither got: where with undaunted hart 

E welcomes both; and freely doth impart 

x dainties as a ſhepheard's cottage yeelds, 

Ine from the fruitful woods and fertile fields; 

way diſtracted nor diſturb'd at all. 

to prevent what likely might befall 

Fuueſt Ccelia, in his apprehending 

us to all future care gave final ending: 

their cup (wherein, for ſuch ſweet girles 

ure would myriades of richeſt pearles 

iolve, and by her powrefull fimples ſtrive 

bleepe them {till on earth, and itil] alive) 

ſwaine Aus d a powder which they dranke: 

to a pleaſant roome (ſet on a banke 

ere to his cote, where he did often uſe 

tracant houres to entertaine his muſe)” 

ght them, and ſeated on a curious bed 

what he gave in operation ſped, 

d rob'd them of his fight, and him of theirs, 

boſe new inlightning will be quench'd with 
teares. 

The glaſſe of Time had well - nye ſpent the ſand 

a1 to run, ere with impartiall hand f 

Ice muſt to her upright ballance take him. 

lich he (afraid it might too ſoone forſake him) 

O4 Began 
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Began to uſe as quickly as perceive, 
And of his love thus tooke his lateſt leave, 
Celia! thou faireſt creature ever eye 

Beheld, or yet put on mortalitie ! 

Cecelia that haſt but juſt ſo much of earth, 
As makes thee capable of death ! Thou birth 
Of every virtue, life of every good ! 
Whoſe chaſleſt ſports, and daily taking food 
Is imitation of the higheſt powres, 

Who to the earth lend ſeaſonable ſhowres, 
That it may beare, we to their altars bring 
Things worthy their accept, our offering. 
I the moſt wretched creature ever eye 
Beheld, or yet put on mortalitie, _ 
Unhappy Philocel, that have of exrth 
Too much to give my ſorroves endleſſe birth, 
The ſpring of ſad misfortunes ; in whom lyes 
No bliſſe that with thy worth can ſympathize, 
Clouded with woe that hence will never flit, 
Till Death's eternall night grow one with it, 
Jas a dying ſwan that ſadly ſings 

Her moanefull dirge unto the ſilver ſprings, 
Which careleſſe of her ſong glide fleeping by 
Without one murmure of kind elegie, 

Now ſtand by thee; and as a turtle's mate 
With lamentations inarticulate, 

The neere departure from her love bemones 


Spend theſe my bootleſs ſighs and killing grones 
| Her 


No or 
Guilt 
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for { 
With 
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as a man (by Juſtice” doome) exilde 

\oalls unknowne, to deſarts rough and wilde 

nd I to take my lateſt leave of thee: 

ſhoſe happy and heaven-making company 

light I enjoy to Libia's continent, 

[re bleſt fruition and not baniſhment, 

it of thoſe eyes that have already tane 

cir leave of me: lamps fitting for the phane 

f heavens moſt powre, and which might ne're 
expire, 

ju be as ſacred as the veſtall fire. 

ten of thoſe plots, where halfe-ros'd lillies be 

ot one by art, but Nature's induſtry, 

from which I goe as one excluded from 

ſte taintleſſe flowres of bleſt Elyſium. 

Next from thoſe lips I part, and may there be 

No one that ſhall hereafter ſecond me! 

bulltleſſe of any kiſſes but their one, 

Their ſweets but to themſelves to all unknowne: 

forhould our ſwaines divulge what ſweets therghp 

Within the ſea-clipt bounds of Britanie, ; 

Ve ſhould not from invaſions be exempted ; 

but with that prize would all the world be 

tempted. 

Then from her hart : O no ! let that be never 

for if I part from thence I dye for ever. 

b that the record of my love and name! 


de that to me as is the Phenix” flame ! _ 
Creating 


th 
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Creating ſtill anew what Juſtice' doome 
Muſt yeeld to duſt and a forgotten toombe. 
Let thy chaſt love to me (as ſhadowes run 
In full extent unto the ſetting ſun) 
Meet with my fall; and when that I am gor 
Backe to thyſelfe retyre, and there grow one 
If to a ſecond light thy ſhadow be 
Let him ſtill have his ray of love from me; 
And if as I, that likewiſe doe decline, 
Be mane or his, or elſe be his and mine. 
But know no other, nor againe be ſped, 


+ She dyes a virgin that but knowes o 
bed.” 


And now from all at once my leave I take, 
With this petition, That when thou ſhalt wak 
My teares already ſpent may ſerve for thine! 
And all thy ſorrowes be excus'd by mine! 
Yea, rather than my loſſe ſhould draw on hers 
(Heare Heaven the ſuite which my ſad ſoul 

preferres ) 
Ee. this her ſlumber like Oblivion's ſtreame, 
Make her beleeve our love was but a dreame! 
Let me be dead in her as to the earth, 
Ere Nature looſe the grace of ſuch a birth. 
Sleepe thou ſweet ſoule from all diſquiet free, 
And fince I now beguile thy deſtiny, 
Let after patience in thy breſt ariſe, 


To give his name alife who for thee dycs. b 
C 
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hes for thee that worthy is to dye, 

2 now in leaving that ſweet harmonie 

ch Nature wrought in thee, he drawes not 

to him 

gh of forrow that might ſtreight undoe him. 

have for meanes of death his parting hence, 

keping Juſtice ſtill in innocence, 

re ſtaid his tongue, and teares anew began. 

ning knowes more of griefe than abſence can. 

{with a backward pace, and lingring eye, 

band for ever left their company. 

y this the curs'd informer of the deede 

n wings of miſchiefe (and thoſe have moſt 
ſpeede) | | 

j the Prieſts of Pan had made it knowne. 

though with grie fe enough) where thither 
flowne 

th ſtrickt command the officers that be 

hands of Juſtice in her each decree. 

bole unto judgement brought him: where 
accus'd | 

ut with unhappy hand he had abus'd 

e holy tree; and by the oath of him 

ſe eye beheld the ſeparated limb, 

doubts diſſolv'd; quicke judgement was 

awarded, = 


jad but laſt night) that hither ſtrongly guarded 
| This 


ON 
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This morne he ſhould be brought; and | 


yond rocke, e L co 
(Where every houre new ſtore of moum ball i 
flocke) orieft 

He ſhould be head-long throwne (too haf G 
doome) ſur 

To be depriv'd of life; and dead, of tomb ee 
This is the cauſe, faire goddeſſe, that appear: Ne 
Before you now clad in an old man's teares, Mid lik 


Which willingly flow out, and ſhall doe mor 
Then many winters have ſeene heretofore, 
But father (quoth ſhe) let me underſtand 
How you are ſure that it was Cœlia's hand 
Which rent the branch; and then (if you ca 
tell 
What nymph it was which neere the lonely 
Your ſhepheard ſuccour'd. Quoth the good 
mach: i: 
The laſt time in her orbe pale Cynthia ran, 
I to the priſon went, and from him knew 
| (Upon my vow) what now is knowne to yo 
And that the Lady which he found diſtreſt 
Is Fida call'd; a maide not meanely bleſt 
By heaven's endowments, and — Alas! but ſet 
Kind Philocel i ingirt with miſerie, | 
More ſtrong than by his bonds, is drawing nig 


The place appointed for his tragedie: 0 
; , 0 
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may walke thither and behold his fall; 
je J come neere enough, yet not at all. 
hall it neede I to my ſorrow knit 
rriefe of knowing with beholding it. 
de Goddeſſe went: but ere ſhe came did 
ſhrowde 
elſe from every eye within a cloud) 
re ſhe beheld the ſhepheard on his way, 
b like a bridegroome on his marriage-day ; 
realing not his miſerie with feure, 
hers for him, but he ſhed not a teare, 
knitting ſinewes did not tremble ought, 
to unuſuall palpitation brought 
vor his heart or lyver, nor his eye, 
tongue, nor colour ſhew'd a dread to dye. 
reſolution keeping with his ſpirit, 
kth worthy him that did them both inherit) 
id in ſubjection every thought of feare, 
ming ſo. baſe an executioner. 
me time he ſpent in ſpeech; and then 
began 
dmiſſely prayer to the name of Pan, 
den ſodainly this cry came from the plaines : 
om guiltleſſe blood be free ye Britiſh ſwaines ! 
ne be thoſe bonds, and mine the death ap- 
pointed! | 

me be head-long throwne, theſe limbes 
disjoynted! 

Or 


arg 
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Or if you needes muſt hurle him from 
brim, 

Except I dye there dyes but part of him. 

Doe then right Juſtice and performe your oat 

Which cannot be without the death of both, 
Wonder, drew thitherward their drown 

eye 

And Sorrow Philocel's. Where he eſpyes 

What he did onely feare, the beauteous maid 

His wofull Ccelia, whom (ere night arraid 

Laſt time the world in ſute of mournfull blac! 

More darke then uſe, as to bemone their wrack 

He at his cottage left in ſleepe's ſoft armes, 

By powre of ſimples, and the force of charme 

Which time had now diſſolv'd, and made h 

know 

For what intent her love had left her ſo. 

She ſtaide not to awake her mate in ſleepe, 

Nor to bemone her fate. She ſcorn'd to weepe 

Or have the paſſion that within her lyes 

So diſtant from her heart as in her eyes. 

But rending of her hayre, her throbbing bre 

Beating with ruthleſſe ſtrokes, ſhe onwards pre 

As an inraged furious lioneſſe, 

Through uncouth treadings of the wildernefſ 

In hote purſute of her late miſſed broode. 

The name of Philocel ſpeakes every wood, 

| 3 ad 
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te begins it ſtill, and till her pace; 

ace deckt anger, anger deckt her face. 

ndiſtracted Hecuba along 

freetes of Troy. So did the people throng 

 helplefſe hands and heavy hearts to ſee 

x wofull ruine in her progenie. 

urmlefle flockes of ſhecpe that neerely 
ted, | | 

the open plaines wide ſcattered, 

il afront, and gaz'd with earneſt eye 

without teares) while thus ſte paſſed by. 

g that long time before had held no drop, 

ſwelled forth and over-went the top, 

left to pay the ſpring their wonted vowes, 

il forlorne ſate drooping on the boughes. 

e, ſprings, and birds, nay trees unwonted 
grones 

i'd her chance, and foro d it from the 
ſtones. 

us came ſhe to the place PETE aged 

men, 

lens, and wives, and youth and childeren 

had but newly learnt their mother's name, 

almoſt ſpent their teares before ſhe came.) 

thoſe her earneſt and related words 

from her breſt; and unto them affords 

eas the meanes to further her pretence: 

ne not on your ſoules, by innocence 


Wrong d, 
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Wrong'd, laſting ſtaines; which from a fluce the 
May till waſh o're but never waſh away. 
Turne all your wraths on me; for here beho 
'The hand that tore your ſacred tree of gold; 
Theſe are the feete that led to that intent, 
Mine was th' offence, be mine the puniſhmen 
Long hath he liv'd among you, and he kney 
The danger imminent that would inſue ; 
His vertuous life ſpeakes for him, heare it then 
And caſt not hence the miracle of men! 
What now he doth is through ſome diſconten 
Mine was the fact, be mine the puniſhment ! 


What certaine death could never make him do " 
(With Celia's loſſe) her preſence forc'd him te | 
She that could cleere his greateſt clouds of woe: 2 
Some part of woman made him now diſcloſe, 5 
And ſhew'd him all in teares: and for a while 

5 onel 
Out of his heart unable to exile | ul 


His troubling thoughts in words to be conceiv'd hath 
But weighing what the world ſhould be bereavd x 


He of his ſighes and throbs ſome licenſe wann: , 5 
And to the ſad ſpectators thus beganne: Aa 
Haſten! O haſte: the houre's already gone, = 
Doe not deferre the execution ! «de 
Nor make my patience ſuffer ought of wrong , * 
*Tis nought to dye, but to be dying long ! 8 | 
Some fit of frenzy hath poſleſt the maid, = 
She could not doe it, though ſhe had . 1 
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v bough growes in her reach; nor hath the tree 

ſpray ſo weake to yeeld to ſuch as ſhe, 

o vinne her love I broke it, but unknowne 

od undefir'd of her; then let her owne 

touch of prejudice without conſent, 

ine was the fact, be mine the puniſhment ! 

0! who did ever ſuch contention ſee, 

ere death ſtood for the prize of victory? 

re love and ſtrife were firme and truely 

knowne, | 

nd where the victor muſt be overthrowne ? 

ere both purſude, and both held equall ſtrife 

at life ſhould further death, death further life. 

Anazement ſtrucke the multitude. And nou 

ey knew not which way to performe their 
vow. | | 

onely one ſhould be depriy'd of breath, 

ey were not certaine of th' offender's death; 

| both of them ſhould die for that offence, 

ey certainely ſhould murder innecence ; 

none did ſuffer for it, then there ran 

on their heads the wrath and curſe of Pan. 

is much perplex'd and made them to deferre 

e deadly hand of th' executioner, | 

ll they had ſent an officer to know 

judges wils: (and thoſe with fates doe goe) 

o backe return'd, and thus with teares began: 


e ſubſtitutes on earth of mighty Pan, 


N. 
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Have thus decreed ; (although the one be fres 
To cleare themfelves from all: impunitie, 
If, who the offender is, no meanes procure, 
Th' offence is certaine, be their death as ſure, 
This is their doome „ all plagues pre 
vent) | 
To have the guilty kill the innocent, 
Lookeas two little lads; (their parents treaſur 
Under a tutor ſtrictly kept from pleaſure, 
While they their new- given leſſon cloſely ſc 
Heare of a meſſage by their father's. man, 
That one of them, but which he hath forgot 
Muſt come along and walke to ſome fairs plo 
Both have a hope: their carefull tutor loth 
To hinder eyther, or to licenſe both; 
Sends backe the meſſenger that he may knoy 
His maſter's pleaſure which of them muſt ge 
While both his ſchollers ſtand alike in feare 
Both of their freedome and abiding there, 
The ſervant comes and ſayes that for that da 
Their father wils to have them both away: 
Such was the feare theſe loving ſoules were! 
That time, the meſſenger, had abſent bin. 
But farre more was their joy twixt one anoth 
In hearing neyther ſhould out- live the other. 
Now both intwinde, becauſe no conqu 
wonne, 


Let eyther ruinde: Philoce! — 
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arme his love for death: a roabe ynfit 

Hymen's ſaffron'd weede had uſher'd it. 

fayreſt Cœlia! come; let thou and I, 

ut long have learn'd to love, now learne to 
Pal 

$a leſſon hard if we diſcerne it, 

u none is borne ſo ſoone as bound to learne it. 

partiall Fate layes ape the booke to us, 

u let us con it ſtill imbracing thus; 

may it perfect have, and goe before 

ole that have longer time to reade it o' re; 

d we had need begin and not delay, 

tis our turne to read it firſt to- day. 

tbe when I miſſe, and when thou art in doubt 

tbe thy prompter, and will helpe thee out. 

tec how much Terre: vaine metaphor 

vl elocution deſlinies abhorre. 

ald death be ſtaid with words, or wonne with 

. teares, | 

Fmov'd with beauty, or with unripe yeeres ; 

re thou couldit doe't ; this roſe, this ſun-like 
eye 

uld not fo ſoone be quelld, ſo quickly dye. 

t we muſt dye my love; not thou alone, 

ur onely I, but both; and yet but one. 

ir let us grieve; for we are marryed thus, 

| have by death what life denyed us. 

P 2 It 
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It is a comfort from him more then due; j its 
„ Death ſevers many, but he couples few.“ it fü 
Life is a flood that keepes us from our bliſſe, Men: 
The ferriman to waft us thither, is 
Death, and none elſe ; the ſooner we get o rn ir 
Should we not thanke the ferriman the more Wiles 
Others intreat him for a patſage hence, ich 
And groane beneath their griefes and impotent w 
Yet (mercileſſe) he lets thoſe longer ſtay, Tho 
And ſooner takes the happy man away. 


Some little happineſſe have thou and I, 0th 
Since we ſhall dye before we wiſh to dye. ſw 
Should we here longer live, and have our dan 
As full in number as the moſt of theſe, ann 


And in them meet all pleaſures may betide, Not 
We gladly might have liv'd and patient dyde ich 
When now our fewer yeeres made long "ld 
eares 1 

(That without age can ſnow downe ſilver hair er 
Make all aftirme (which doe our griefes diſc Im 
We patiently did live, and gladly dye. mot 
The difference (my love) that doth appeare Nich 
Betwixt our fates and theirs that ſee us here et b 
Is onely this: the high- all- Knowing powre 
Conceales from them, but tels us our laſt how 
Far which to Heaven we farre - farre more 
bound, | a th 

Since in the howre of death we may be wr 0 
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its preſeience) ready for the hand 

ſhall conduct us to the Holy- land. 

en thoſe, from whom that houre conceal” a 
is, may | 

en in their height of Rinne be tane away. 

des to us Juſtice a friend is knowne,. 

ich neyther lets us dye nor live alone. 

ut we are forc'd to it cannot be held; 

Tho feares not Death, denyes to be com 
pell'd.“ 

0 that thou'n wert no actor im this play, 

ſweeteſt Cœlia ! or divorc'd away 

bm me in this! O Nature! I confeſſe 

unot looke upon her heavineſſe 

out betraying that infirmitie 

ich at my birth thy hand beſtow'd on me. 

ud I had dyde when I receiv'd my birth! 

tlnowne the grave before I knew the earth! 

avens! I but one life did receive from you, 

| muſt ſo. ſhort a loane be paid with two 

not I dye but like that brutiſh ſtem 

lich have their beſt-belov'd to dye with them? 

let her live! ſome bleſt powre heare my cry! 

t Celia live, and I contented dye. 

My Philocel (quoth ſhe) neglect theſe throes! 

Ke not for me, nor adde not to my woes! 

a there be any life when thou art gone? 


V can there be but deſolation? : 
Art 
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Art thou ſo-cruell as to with my ſtay, 
To waite a paſſage at an unknowne day? 
Or have me dwell within this vale of woe, 
Excluded from thoſe joyes which thou ſhalt kn: 
Envy not me that blifſe ! I will aflay it, 
My love deſerves it, and thou canſt not {ay | 
Juſtice ! then take thy doome ; for we enten 
Except both hve, no life; one love, one end 
Thus witch imbraces, and exhorting other, 
With teare - dew'd kiſſes that had pore 
. ſmother ; 
Their ſoft and ruddy lips cloſe joyn'd wi 
eyther, 

That in their deaths their ſoutes might me 
together, 

With prayers as hopefull as fincerely good, 
Expecting death, they on the clrffe's edge ito 
And laſtly were (by one oft forcing breath) 
Throwne from the rocke into the armes of deat 
Faire Thetis, whoſe command the waves ol 
Loathing the loſſe of ſo much worth as the) 
Was gone before their fall; and by her pov 
The billowes (mercileſſe, us'd to devoure, 
And'not to ſave) ſhe made to ſwell up high, 
Even at the inſtant when the tragedy 


Of thoſe kinde ſoules ſhould end: ſo to rece! 
them, 


And keepe hat erueltie would faine be 
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heſt was ſoone perform'd,: and naw they 

:acing on the ſurface of the ſea, 

od of all ſence ; a ſpectacle ſo ſad 

ut Thetis, nor no nymph which there ſhe 
had, | 

wck'd with their woes, could for a while re- 
fraine | 

: rom their heavenly eyes did ſadly raine 

ch ſhowres of teares (ſo powrefullſince divine) 

ut ever ſince the ſea doth taſte of bryne. 

th teares, thus, to make good her firſt intent 

r both the lovers to her chariot hent : 

alling life that had not cleerely tane 

leave of his or her more curious phane, 

d with her praiſe ſung by theſe thankfull 
re, 

r d on her courſers (ſwift as fleeting ayre) 

ardes her pallace built beneath the ſeas: 

ud of her journey, but more proud of theſe. 

by that time Night had newly ſpred her robe 

r our halfe-part of this'maſhe globe, 

e wonne that famous iſle which Jove did 

pleaſe 

0 honour with the holy Druydes. 

das the Weſterne fide ſhe ſtript along, 

ard (and ſo ſtaid to heare) this heavy ſong 


O Hea- / 
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O Heaven! what may I hope for in this car 
g A gra 
But who to me this laſt of helpes ſhall rete 
; | | A wretct 
Shall none be by pittying ſo ſad a wight? 
1 | Yes: Night. 
Small comfort can befall in heavy plight 
To me poore maide, in whoſe diſtreſſes be 
Nor hope, nor helpe, nor one to pittic me, 
But a cold grave, a wretch, and darkſome nig 


"Todigge that grave whatfatall thing appear 
Thy teat 
What bell ſhall ring me to that bed of eaſe 
Rough ſe 
And who for mourners hath my fate aſſign 
Each win 
Can any be debarr'd from ſuch 1 finde? 
When to my laſt rites Gods no other ſend 
To make my grave, for knell, or mourn 
friend, 
Then mine owne teares, rough ſeas, and g 
of winde. 


Teares muſt my grave dig: but who bringe 
thoſe ? 
Thy woe 


M* 
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What monument will Heaven my body ſpare? 


"Ay 

1 1 0 4, The A | 

tc jd wha (ho: Ie ous I am gone? 
elan on 11 ; | Oblivion 


Moſt miſerable I, and like me none - 

Both dying, and in death, to whom is lent 
Nor ſpade, nor epitaph, nor monument, 
Excepting woes, ayre, and oblivion, 


ſhe end of this gave life unto a grone, 

bif her life and it had beene but one; 

t ſhe as careleſſe of reſerving eyther, 

3 poſhble would leave them both together. 

bras the faire Marina, almoſt ſpent 

th griefe and feare of future famiſhment. 

Ir (hapleſſe chance) but the laſt roſie morne 

e willing Redbreſt flying through a thorne, 

xnſt a prickle gor'd his tender fide, 

nd in an inſtant, ſo, poore creature dyde. 

Thetis much mov'd with thoſe ſad notes ſhe 
heard, 

er freeing thence to Triton ſoone refer d; 

o found the cave as ſoone as ſet on ſhore, 

Ind by his ſtrength removing from the dore 

weighty ſtone, brought forth the fearefull 
mayde, 

ich kindly led where his faire miſtreſſe ſtaid 

Vol, II. Q_ Was 
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Was entertain'd as well became ber fort, 
And with the reſt ſteer d on to Thetis Court. 
For whoſe releaſe from imminent decay, 

My muſe a while will here N _— 


— 


Tut END or Tux Sxconp Booxx. 


